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OBSERVATIONS. 


AMONG the entries in the books of the Stationers* Company, Octo- 
ber 19, 1593, I find “ A Booke entituled the Tragedie of Cleo 
patra.”” It is entered by Symon Waterſon, for whom ſome of Daniel's 
works were printed; aad therefore it is probably by that author, of 
whoſe Clepatra there are ſeveral editions; and, among others, one 
in 1594. e e | 
In 5 ſame volumes, May 2, 1608, Edward Blount entered“ A 
Booke called Antliony and Cleopatra,” This is the firſt notice I have 
met with concerning any edition of this play more ancient than the 
folio, 1623. STEEVENS. | 5 


Antony and Cleopatra was written, I imagine, in the year 1603. 
„„ | 5 MALoRE. 


e - 


DERCETAS, 1 


. 


_THYREUS,. 


MENECRATES, 
VARRI US, 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


— — 
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M. Axroxx, 5 
OcTavius CmsaR, & Triumwvirs, 
M. EMIL. LEPIDUS, 

SEXTUS POMPEIUS. 

DomiTius ENOBARBVs, | 
VENTIDIUS, 2] 

ERos, | 


SCARUS, Friends of Antony, 


DEMETRIUS), 
 PHiLo, 


MECm#aNnas, 
AGRIPPA, 


: 7 (: * 
ProcuLEIvs, ' Friends 4 0 ce ar 


ö 1 
GALLUS, © 
MENAs, | 
Friends of POMPEY. 


TavuRvus, Lieutenant-General to 8 
CANIDIUS, Lieutenant-General to Antony. 
SILIUS, an Qficer in Ventidius's army. 


An Ambaſſador from Antony to Cæſar. 


Alexas, Mardian, Seleucus, and Diomedes ; 3 Attendants ou 
Cleopatra. | 


oy Soothſayer. A Clown. 


CLEOPATRA, Queen of Egypt. 
OcrAvIA, Siſter to Cæſar, and Wife to Antony. 
| CHARMIAN, 


IR AS, } Attendants on Cleopatra. 


Officers, Soldicrs, Meſſengers, and other Attendants. 
SCENE, diſperſed ; in ſeveral parts of the Roman Empire. 
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ANT ONY AND CLEO PATRA. 


ACT f. SCENE 1. 


Alexandria. A Room in Cleopatra's Palace. 
Enter DEMETRIUS and PHILO, | 


Philo. ; 


FAY, but this dotage of our general's, 
O'erflows the meaſure : thoſe his goodly eyes, 

That o'er the files and muſters of the war 
Have glow'd like plated Mars, now bend, now turn, 
The office and devotion of their view 
Upon a tawny front: his captain's heart, 
Which in the ſcuffles of great fights hath burſt 
The buckles on his breaſt, reneges all temper; 


And is become the bellows, and the fan, 


To cool a S luſt. Look, where they come i 


Flour Enter Ax rox v and CLEOPATRA, with their 


rains; Eunuchs fanning ber. 


Take but ood note, and you ſhall ſee in him 

The triple pillar of the world transform'd 

Into a ſtrumpet's fool: behold and fee. 
Cleo, If it be love indeed, tell me how much. 
Ant, There's beggary in the love that can be reckon'd. 


B : | OY Cleo, 
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Cleo. I'll ſet a bourn how far to be belov' d. 
Lui. Then muſt thou needs find out new heaven, new 
earth. 


Euter An Attendant. 


et. Neus, my good lord, from Rowe: 
Aut. | *Grates me : :—The ſum. 
Cleo, Nay, hear them, Antony: 
Fulvia, perchance, is angry; Or, who knows 
If the ſcarce- bearded Cæſar have not ſent 
His powerful mandate to you, Do this, or this ; 
Take in that kingdom, and enfranchiſe that; ; 
Performit, or elſe we damn thee, 
pO How, my love! 
Cleo. Perchance,—nay, and moſt like, 
You muſt not ſtay here longer, your diſmiſſion 
Is come from Cæſar; therefore hear it, Antony.— 
Where's Fulvia's proceſs? Cæſar's, I would ſay ?—Both ?— 
Call in the meſſengers.—As I am Egypt's queen, 
Thou bluſheſt, Antony; and that blood of thine 
Is Cæſar's homager : elſe ſo thy cheek pays ſhame, 
When fhrill-tongu'd Fulvia ſcolds.—The meſſengers. 
Ant. Let Rome in Tiber melt! and the wide arch 
Of the rang'd empire fall! Here is my ſpace 
_ Kingdoms are clay: our dungy earth alike 
Feeds beaſt as man : the nobleneſs of life | 
Is, to do thus; when ſuch a mutual pair, [Embracing. 
And ſuch a twain can do't, in which, I bind | 
On pain of puniſhment, the world to weet, 
We ſtand up peerleſs. | 
V Excellent falſhood ! 
Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her ?— 
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I'll ſeem the fool I am not; Antony 


Will be himſelf. | | 
Ant. -* But ſtirr'd by Cleopatra.— 
Now, for the love of Love, and her ſoft hours, 


Let's not confound the time with conference harſh : 
There's not a ninute of our lives ſho: ſtretch 


Without ſo:ue vyieaſare now: What {port to-night ?. 
Cleo. Hear the ambaſſadors. 
Ant, Fye, wrang! * gqueen! 
Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, 


To weep ; whole every paſſion fully ſtrives 


To make itſelf, in thee, fair and admir'd ! 

No meſſenger ; but thine and all alone, 

To-night, we'll wander through the ſtreets, and note 
The qualities of people. Come, my queen; 


Laſt night you did deſire it ;—Speak not to us. 


[Exeunt ANT. and CLEOP. with their train, 
Dem. Is Cæſar with Antonius priz'd ſo ſight? 
_ Phi, Sir, ſometimes, when he is not Antony, | 


He comes too ſhort of that great property 


Which ſtill ſhould go with Pw 3 

Dem. I'm full ſorry, 
That he approves the common liar, who 
Thus ſpeaks of him at Rome : But I will hope 


Of better deeds to-morrow. Reſt you happy! [ Excunt. 


SCENE II. 
The ſame, Another Room. 
Enter CHARMIAN, IR As, AL Ex As, and a Soothſayer. 


Char. Lord Alexas, ſweet Alexas, moſt any thing 
Alerss, almoſt moſt abſolute Alexas, where's the ſooth- 
B 2 ſayer 
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layer that you praiſed ſo to the queen? O, that I knew 
this huſband, which, 206 lay, muſt ſt change his horns a 
garlands! 
Alex, Soothſayer. : 
Sooth. Your will? 
Char. Is this the man —Is't you, fie, that know things? 
Suooth. In nature's infinite book of ſecrecy, 
A little I can read. 
Wy Show him your hand. 


Enter EXOBARBUS. 


Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly; wine enough, 
Cleopatra's health to drink. | 
Char. Good fir, give me good fortune. 
Sooth. IJ make not, but foreſee. 
Char, Pray then, foreſee me one. 
Sooth, You ſhall be yet far fairer than you are. 
Char. He means, in fleſh. 
Iras. No, you ſhall paint when you are old. 
_ Char, Wrinkles forbid ! 
Alex. Vex not his preſcience; be attentive, 
Char, Huſh ! 
Sooth. You ſhall be more a than below 'd. 
Char, J had rather heat my liver with drinking. 
Alex, Nay, hear him. | 
(har. Good now, ſome excellent fortune! Let me be 
married to three kings in a forenoon, and widow them 
all: let me have a child at fifty, to whom Herod of Jewry _ 
may do homage : find me to marry me with Octavius Cæ- 
far, and companion me with my miſtreſs. | 
Sooth. You ſhall outlive the lady whom you ſerve. 


Char, O excellent! I love . 1 better than figs. 
Sooth, * 
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Soth. You have ſeen and prov'd a fairer former fortune 


Than that which is to approach. 


Char, Then, belike, my children ſhall have no names: 


Pr'ythee, how many boys and wenches muſt I have? 


Sooth. If every of your wiſhes had a Womb, 


And fertile every wiſh, a million. 


Char. Out, fool! I forgive thee for a witch. 
Alex. You think, none but your ſheets are privy to 


your wiſhes. 


Char. Nay, come, tell Tras hers. 
Alex. We'll know all our fortunes. 
Eno. Mine, and moſt of our fortunes, to night, ſhall 


be—drunk to bed. 


Jras. There's a 3 preſages chaſtity, if Seibt elſe. 
(char. Even as the o'erflowing Nilus preſageth famine. 
Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot ſoothſay. 
Char. Nay, if an oily palm be not a fruitful prognoſti- a 
cation, I cannot ſcratch mine Sar. r. ee tell her but 


a worky- day fortune. 


Foot h. Your fortunes are alike. | 
| Tras. But how, but how? give me particulars. 
Sooth, I have ſaid. | | 
Tras. Am I not an inch of fortune better than ſhe 2 
Char. Well, if you were but an inch of fortune better 


than I, where would you chooſe it? 5 


Iras. Not in my huſband's noſe. | 
Char. Our worſer thoughts heavens mend! Alexas,— 


come, his fortune, his fortune,—O, let him marry a wo- 


man that cannot go, ſweet Iſis, I beſeech thee! And let 


her die too, and give him a worſe! and let worſe follow 
- worſe, till the worſt of all follow bim laughing to his 
grave, fifty-fold a cuckold! Good Iſis, hear me this 
prayer, though thou deny me a matter of more weight ; ; 
oo Iſis, I 1 thee! | 


| B 3 Traz. 
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Iras. Amen. Dear goddeſs, hear that prayer of the 
people! for, as it is a heart-breaking to ſee a handſome 
man looſe-wiv'd, ſo it is a deadly ſorrow to behold a foul 

 knave uncuckolded ; Therefore, dear Is, keep — 
and fortune him accordingly ! | 


Char, Amen. 
Alex. Lo, now! if it lay in their hands to make mea b, 
cuckold, they would make themſelves whores, but ny” d | [ 
_ do't. 
Eno. Huſh! here comes 1 


Char. = Not he, the queen, 


Enter CLEOPATRA. : 


Cleo. Saw you my lord ? 
"a „„ lady. | | 
Le. Was he not t here ? 
Char. No, madam. | 
Cleo. He was diſpos'd to mirth : but « on the ſudden 
A Roman thought hath ſtruck him.—Enobarbus,— 
Eno. Madam. 
Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither. Wh 
Alex. Here, madam, at your ſervice. 
| proaches. 


Enter Axronxx, ⁊bith a Meſſenger, and Attendant. 


Cleo. We will not look upon him: Go with us. | 
[Exeunt CLEOPATRA, ENOBARBUS, ALEXAS, IRas, 
_ CHARMIAN, Soothſayer, and Attendants. 
Meſ. Fulvia thy wife firſt came into the held. 
Ant. Againſt my brother Lucius ? 0 
Meſ. Ay: 
But ſoon that war had end, and the time 8 kate 
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Made friends of them, jointing their force gainſt Cæſar; 
Whoſe better iſſue in the war, from Italy, 


Upon the firſt encounter, drave them. 
Aut. WE, e 


What worſt ? 


Meſ. The nature of bad news infects the teller. 
Ant. When it concerns the fool, or coward.—On : 


Things, that are paſt, are done, with me.— Tis thus; 


Who tells me true, though. 3 in his tale lie death, 


J hear him as he flatter'd.. 


Me /. „ Tabienus 


(This is Riff os) hath, with his Parthian terre, 
Extended Aſia from Euphrites ; 


His conquering banner ſhook, from Syria 

To Lydia, and to Ionia; | 

Whilt—— _ 
- Ant. A thou would- t ſay,— 
Meſ. O, my lord! 
Ant. Speak to me home, mince not the general tongue; 


Name Cleopatra as ſhe's call'd in Rome: 
Rail thou in Fulvia's phraſe; and taunt my faults 


With ſuch full licence, as both truth and malice 


Have power to utter. O, then we bring forth weeds, 
When our quick winds lie ſtill; and our ills told us, 
Is as our earing. Fare thee well a while. 


Meſ. At your noble pleaſure. [ Ext, 
Ant. From Sicyon how the news? Speak there, $ 
x Att, The man from Sicyon —Is there ſuch an one? 

2 Att, He ſtays upon your will. 


” | Let him appear. — 


6 Theſe ſtrong Egyptian fetters I muſt break, 


7 Enter. 
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Enter another Meſſenger. 


or loſe myſelf in dotage.— What are you ? 


2 Meſ. F ulvia my wife! is dead. | 
Ant. Where died ſhe? - 
2 Meſ. In Sicyon : | 


Her length of ſickneſs, with what elſe more ſerious | 
Importeth thee to know, this bears. [Gives a Leiter, 


Ant. 55 * orbear me.— 1 
e | [Exit Meſſenger. | 


There's s a great ſpirit gone! Thus did I deſire it: 
What our contempts do often hurl from us, 
We wiſh it ours again; the preſent pleaſure, 


By revolution lowering, does become 


The oppoſite of itſelf : ſhe's good, being gone; 
The hand could pluck her back, that ſnov'd her on, 


J muſt from this enchanting queen break off; 


Ten thouſand harms, more than the ills I as: 
My idleneſs doth hatch.— How now! Enobarbus ! 


Enter ENOBARBUS, 


Eno. What's your pleaſure, fir ? 

Ant. I muſt with haſte from hence. 

Eno. Why, then, we kill all our women: We ſee how 
mortal an unkindneſs is to them ; if they ſuffer our de- 
parture, death's the word, 

Ant. I muſt be gone. 

Eno. Under a compelling occaſion, let women die: It | 


were pity to caſt them away for nothing; though, between 


them and a great cauſe, they thould be eiteem'd nothing. 
Cleopatra, catching but the leaſt noiſe of this, dies in- 
ſtantly ; I have ſeen her die twenty times upon far poorer 
moment; I do think, there 18 mettle in death, Which 

S. commits 
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commits ſome loving act upon her, ſhe hath ſuch a  cele- 
rity in dying. 

Ant. She is cunning paſt man's thought. 

Eno. Alack, fir, no; her paſſions are made of nothing 
but the fineſt part of pure love: We cannot call her winds 


and waters, ſighs and tears; they are greater ſtorms and 
tempeſts than almanacks can report: this cannot be cun- 


ning in her; if it be, the makes a ſhower of rain as well 


as Jove. 
Ant. Would I had never foe her! 
Eno. O, fir, you had then left unſeen a wonderful piece 


of work ; ies not to have been bleſs d withal, would 


have diſcredited your travel. 


Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Sir? | 

Ant. Fulvia is dead, 

Eno, Fulvia? 

Ant, Dead, fi 

Eno. Why, ſir, give the gods a thankful ſacritice, 


When it pleaſeth their deities to take the wife of a man 


from him, it ſhows to man the tailors of the earth; com- 


forting therein, that when old robes are worn out, there 
are members to make new. If there were no more women 
but Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut, and the caſe to 
be lamented : this grief is crown'd with conſolation ; 


your old ſmock brings forth a new petticoat and, in- 


deed, the tears live in an onion, that (bould water this 


forrow, 
Ant. The buſineſs ſhe hath broached in | the ſtate, 


Cannot endure my abſence. 


Eno. And the buſineſs you have broach'd here cannot 
be without you; eſpecially that of een 8. which 
wholly depends on your abode. | 


Ant. No more light anſwers. Let our officers 
3 Have 
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Have notice what we purpoſe. I ſhall break 

The cauſe of our expedience to the queen, 

And get her love to part. For not alone 

The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches, 

Do ſtrongly ſpeak to us; but the letters too 

Of many our contriving friends in Rome 

Petition us at home: Sextus Pompeius 

Hath given the dare to Ceſar, and commands 

The empire of the ſea : our ſlippery people 

(Whoſe love is never link'd to the deſerver, 

Till his deſerts are paſt) begin to throw 

Pompey the great, and all his dignities, 

Upon his ſon; who, high in name and power, 

Higher than both in blood and life, ſtands up 

For the main ſoldier : whoſe quality, going on, | 

The ſides o'the world may danger : Much 1s breeding, 

Which, like the courſer's hair, hath yet but life, 

And not a ſerpent's poiſon. Say, our pleaſure, 

To ſuch whoſe place is under us, requires 

Our quick remove from hence, 5 > 
Eno. I ſhall do't. „„ | _ [Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 
Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAS, ard ALEXAS, 


Cleo. Where is he ? | | 
Char. I did not ſee him ſince. | 
Cleo. See where he is, who's with him, what he does: 
I did not ſend you ;—If you find him ſad, 
Say, I am dancing; if in mirth, report 
That I am ſudden fick ; Quick, and return. 


[Exit ALEX. 
Char, 


Au 1. ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. © } 


Char. Madam, methinks, if you did love him dearly, 
You do not hold the method to enforce. 
The hike from him. e 
A What ſhould I do, I do not? 


_ Char. In each thing give him way, croſs him in nothing. 


Cleo. Thou teacheſt like a fool: the way to loſe him. 
Char. Tempt him not ſo too far: I with, forbear; 


In time we hate that which we often fear. 


Enter ANTONY. 


But here comes Antony. 


Cleo. | I am ſick, and ſullen. 
Ant. I am ſorry to give breathing to my purpoſe, 
Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian, I ſhall fall; 


| It cannot be thus long, the ſides of nature 
Will not ſuſtain it. 


Ant. Now, my deareſt queen, — 
Cleo. Pray you, ſtand further from me. 
Ant. | What's the matter ? 


„ Ole: Þ- know, by that ſame eye, there's ſome good 


news. | 
What ſays the married woman ?—You may go 


?*Would, ſhe had never given you leave to come 
Loet her not ſay, tis I that Keep you here, 


I have no power upon you ; hers you are. 
Ant. The gods belt — | 
G.. O, never was there queen 

So mightily betray'd ! Yet, at the firſt, 


I ſaw the treaſons planted. 


Ant. Cleopatra,— 
Cleo. Why ſhould I think, you can be mine, 81 en 


Though you in ſwearing ſhake the throned gods, 


Who have been falſe to Fulvia? Riotous madneſs, 
| x To 
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To be entangled with thoſe mouth- made vows, 
Which break W in ſwearing ! | 
Ant. | Moſt ſweet queen, 
Cleo. Nay, pray you, ſeek no colour for your going, 
But bid farewell, and go: when you ſued ſtaying, 
Then was the time for words: No going then ;— 
Eternity was in our lips, and eyes; 
Bliſs in our brows” bent; none our parts ſo poor, 
But was a race of heaven: They are ſo ſtill, 
Or thou, the greateſt ſoldier of the world, 
Art turn'd the greateſt lar, 
Ant. 585 How now, lady! 
Cleo. I would, 1 had thy inches; thou ſhould' ſt bn, 
There were a heart in Egypt. | 
Ant. Hlear me, queen: 
The ſtrong neceſſity of time commands 
Our ſervices a While; but my full heart 
Remains in uſe with you. Our Italy 
Shines o'er with civil ſwords : Sextus Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome: 
Equality of two domeſtick powers | 
- Breeds ſcrupulous faction: The hated, grown to firength,, 
Are newly grown to love: the condemn'd Pompey, 
Rich in his father's honour, creeps apace 
Into the hearts of ſuch as have not thriv'd 
Upon the preſent ſtate, whoſe numbers threaten : 
And quietneſs, grown ſick of reſt, would purge 
By any deſperate change : My more particular, 
And that which moſt with you ſhould ſafe my going, 
Is Fulvia's death. 
Cleo. Though age from folly could not give me free- 
dom, 
It does from childiſhneſs:; can Ful via die ? 
| Ant. She's dead, my queen 


Look 


" 
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Look here, and, at thy ſovereign leiſure, read 
The garboils ſhe awak'd; at the laſt, beſt: 


See, when, and where ſhe died. 


Cleo. O moſt falſe love! 5 


Where be the FORE vials thou ſhould'ſt fill 


With ſorrowful water ? Now I fee, I ſee, 
In Fulvia's death, how mine receiv'd ſhall be. 
Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd to know 


The purpoſes I bear; which are, to ceaſe, 


As you ſhall give the advice : Now, by the fire, 
That quickens Nilus' flime, I go from hence, | 


Thy ſoldier, ſervant ; making peace. or war, 


As thou affect'ſt. | | 

Cw. © Cut my lace, Charmian, come ;— 
But let it be.— I am quickly ill, and well: 
So Antony loves, 

a... ::- My precious queen, forbear ; 


And give true evidence to his love, which ſands 


An honourable trial. 
Cleo. S8o Fulvia told me. 


I pr'ythee, turn aſide, and weep for her; 


Then bid adieu to me, and ſay, the tears 
Belong to Egypt: Good now, play one ſcene 


Of excellent diſſembling; and let it look 
Like perfect honour. 


Ant. You'll heat my blood; no more. 

Cleo, You can do better yet; but this is meetly. 

Ant. Now, by my ſword, 

Cleo. And target, —Still he mends; ; 
But this is not the beſt : Look, pr'ythee, Charmian, DO 


How this Herculean Roman does become 


The carriage of his chafe. 
y Il leave you, lady, 
Cleo. Courteous lord, one word, 


Sir, 
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Sir, you and I muſt part, —but that's not it; 


Sir, you and I have lov'd,—but there's not it; 
That you know well: Something it is I would,— 
O, my oblivion is a very Antony, 


And J am all forgotten. 


Ant. | But that your royalty 
Holds idleneſs your ſubject, I ſhould take you 
For idleneſs itſelf. e 

8 Tis ſweating labour, 


To bear ſuch idleneſs ſo near the heart 

As Cleopatra this. But, ſir, forgive me; 
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you: Your honour calls you hence; 5 


Therefore be deat to my unpitied folly, 


And all the gods go with you! upon your ſword 
Sit laurel'd victory! and ſmooth ſucceſs 


Be ſtrew d before your feet! 


8 Let us go. Come; 


Our ſeparation ſo abides, and flies, 


That thou, reſiding here, go'ſt yet with me, 
And I, hence fleeting, here remain with thee. | 
Away. | [ Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 
Rome. An Apartment in Cæſar s houſe, 


Enter . cRsan, Lide and Attendants. 


Caſ. You may lee, Lepidus, and henceforth know, 


It ! is not Cæſar's natural vice to hate 


One great competitor: From Alexandria 


This is the news; He fiſhes, drinks, and waſtes 
The lamps of night in revel: is not more manlike 


6 e eg | 5 Than 
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Than Cleopatra; nor the queen of Ptolemy 
More womanly than he: hardly gave audience, or 


Vouchſaf'd to think he had partners: You ſhall find there 


A man, who 1s the abſtract of all faults 
That all men follow. 
Loep. | T muſt not think, there are 


Evils enough to darken all his goodneſs : 

His faults, in him, ſeem as the ſpots of heaven, 
More fiery by night's blackneſs ; hereditary, 
Rather than purchas'd ; what he cannot change, 


Than what he chooſes. 3 

Cæſ. You are too ene Let us grant, it is not 
Amis to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy; _ 
To give a kingdom for a mirth; to fit _ 


And keep the 1 turn of tippling with a ſlave; 

To reel the ſtreets at noon, and ſtand the buffet 

With knaves that ſmell of ſweat : ſay, this becomes him, 
(As his compoſure mult be rare indeed, 


Whom theſe things cannot blemiſh,) yet muſt Antony 


No way excuſe his ſoils, when we do bear 


So great weight in his lightneſs. If he fill 

His vacancy with his voluptuouſneſs, 

Full ſurfeits, and the dryneſs of his bones, 

Call on him for't: but, to confound ſuch time, 
That drums him from his ſport, and ſpeaks as loud 


At his own ftate, and ours,—'tis to be chid 


As we rate boys; who, being mature in knowledge, 


Pa vn their experience to their preſent e 
And ſo rebel to e 


Euer 4 kae. 


Les. | 5 Here” s more news. | 
Me. Thy biddings have been done ; and every y hour, . 


Moſt 
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Moſt noble Car ſhalt thou have report 
How *tis abroad. Pompey 1 is ſtrong at ſea 
And it appears, he is belov'd of thoſe _ 
That only have fear'd Czfar : to the ports 
The diſcontents repair, and men's oh ee 
Give him much wrong'd. 
Caf. „ thould kn known no leſs: 
Tt bath been taught us from the primal ſtate, 
That he, which is, was wiſh'd, until he were; 
And the ebb'd man, ne'er lov'd, till ne'er worth love, 
Comes dear'd, by being lack'd. This common body, 
Like to a vagabond flag upon the ſtream, 
Goes to, and back, lackeying the varying tide, 
To rot itſelf with motion, 
Mef. | Cæſar, I bring thee word, 

Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates, 
Make the ſea ſerve them ; which they ear and wound 
With keels of every kind: Many hot inroads 
They make in Italy; the borders maritime 

Lack blood to think on't, and fluſh youth revolt: 
No veſſel can peep forth, but ' tis as ſoon 

Taken as ſeen; for Pompey's name ſtrikes more, 

Than could his war reſiſted, 
5 | | Antony, 

Leave thy laſcivious waſſels. When thou once 

Waſt beaten from Modena, where thou ſlew'ſt 

Hirtius and Panſa, conſuls, at thy heel 

Did famine follow; whom thou fought'ſt againſt, 
Though daintily brought up, with patience more 
Than ſavages could ſuffer : Thou didſt drink 
Ihe ſtale of horſes, and the gilded puddle 

Which beaſts wonld cough at: thy palate then did deign 
The rougheſt berry on the rudeſt hedge; 
Vea, like the ſtag, when ſnow the paſture ſheets, 


The 
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The barks of trees thou browſed'{t ; on the Alps, 
It is reported, thou didſt eat ſtrange fleſh, 
Which ſome did die to look on: And all this 
(It wounds thine honour, that I ſpeak it now,) 
Was borne ſo like a ſoldier, that thy cheek. 
So much as lank'd not. 
. It is pity of him. 

Caf. Let his ſhames quickly 
Drive him to Rome: * Tis time we twain . 
Did ſhow ourſelves i' the field; and, to that end, 
Aſſemble we immediate council: Pompey | 


Thrives in our idleneſo. 


. | To-morrow, Cæſar, 
T ſhall be furniſn'd to inform you rightly 
Both what by fea and land I can be able, 
Jo front this 8 time. 
| Caf. | Im which encounter, 


It is my buſineſs too. Farewell. 


Lep. Farewell, my lord: What you ſhall know mean 
time | 
Of ſtirs abroad, I ſhall beſeech you, ſir, 
To let me be partaker. : 
Caf. Doubt not, fir; 
1 knew it for my bond. | N lExeunt. 


SCENE v. 
Alexandria, 7 A | Room in the Palace. 
Enter crgoraraa, Cranutan, lass, and Marian, 


Cleo. Charmian,— — 

Char. Madam. 

Cleo. Ha, hal- 

Give me to drink mandragora. 5 
| | C 8 Char. 
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Char. | Why, madam ? 
Cleo, That I might ſleep out this great gap of time, 
My Antony is away. 


_ Char. ET You think of him 
Too much. 
(leo. O, treaſon! 
Co. Madam, I truſt, not ſo. 
Cleo. Thou, eunuch ! Mardian ! 
Mar, What's your highneſs' pleaſure ? 


Cleo. Not now to hear thee ſing; I take no pleaſure 
In taught an eunuch has: *Tis well for thee, 
That, being unſeminar*d, thy freer thoughts 

May not fly forth of Egypt. Haſt thou affections > 
Mar. Yes, gracious madam. 
Cleo. Indeed? 
Mar. Not in deed, dan ; for I can do nothing 
But what in deed is honeſt to be done : 
Yet have I fierce affections, and think, 
What Venus did with Mars. | 
ECT 0 Charmian, 
' Where think'ſt thou he is now ? Stands he, or ſits he 7 
Or does he walk? or is he on his hofle ? 
O happy horſe, to bear the weight of Antony ! 
Do bravely, horſe ! for wot*ſt thou whom thou moy'ſ|t ? 
The demi- Atlas of this earth, the arm | 
And burgonet of men.—He's ſpeaking now, 
Or murmuring, here's my ſerpent of old Nile? 
For ſo he calls me; Now I feed myſelf | 
With moſt delicious poiſon :— Think on me, 
| That am with Phcebus' amorous pinches black, 
And wrinkled deep in time? Broad-fronted Orſar, 
When thou waſt here above the ground, I was 
A morſel for a monarch: and great Pompey 
Would ſtand, and make his eyes grow in my brow; 
1 There 
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There would he anchor his aſpect, and die 
With looking on his life, 


Enter ALEXAS. 


Alex, Sovereign of Egypt, nail! 
Cleo. How much unlike art thon Mark Antony ! 
Yet, coming from him, that great en hath 
With his tinct gilded thee. — 
How goes it with my brave Mark Antony? 
Alex. Laſt thing he did, dear queen, 
He kiſs'd,—the laſt of many doubled kiſſes, 
This orient pearl ;—Bis ſpeech ſticks in my heart. 
Cleo. Mine ear muſt pluck it thence. 8 | 
Alex. Good friend, quoth he, 
Say, the firm Roman to great Eder ſends 
This treaſure of an oyſter ; at whoſe foot, 
To mend the petty preſent, I will Piece | 
Her opulent throne with kingdoms ; All the caſt, 
Say thou, ſhall call her miſtreſs. So he nodded, 
And ſoberly did mount a termagant ſeed, 


Who neigh'd ſo high, that what I would have (poke 
Was beaſtly dumb'd by him. 


Cleo. What, was as fad, or merry ? | 
Alex, Like to the time o the year between the extremes 
Of hot and cold; he was nor ſad, nor merry. 


Cleo, O well- divided diſpoſition Note him, 
Note him, good Charmian, 'tis the man; but note him: 
He was not ſad; for he would ſhine on thoſe | 
That make their looks by his: he was not merry; 
Which ſeem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his joy: but between both: | 
O heavenly mingle !—Be'ſ thou ſad, or merry, 
The violence of either thee becomes ; | 
So does i it no man elſe, —Met'ſt thou my poſts ? 


3 Ales, 
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Alex. Ay, madam, twenty ſeveral meſſengers : 
Why do you ſend ſo thick? 

Cc: | Who's born that day 
When II forget to ſend to Antony, | 
Shall die a beggar. —Ink and paper, Charmian.— 
Welcome, my good Alexas.—Did I, » Catal, 
Ever love Cæſar ſo? 

Char, O that brave Cæfar! 

Cleo. Be chok'd with ſuch another emphaſis! 
Say, the brave Antony. 

A The valiant Cæſar! 

Cleo. By Iſis, I will give thee bloody teeth, 
If thou with Cæſar paragon again | 
My man of men. 


Char, By your moſt gracious pardon, 
I fing but after you. 
Cles. My fallad days; ; 


A 1. 


When I was green in judgement ;—Cold in blood, 


To ſay, as I faid then !—But, come, away: 
Get me ink and paper: he ſhall have every day 
A. ſeveral greeting, or I'll unpeople Egypt. 


[Excunt, 


ACT 
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ACT IT. SCENE I. 


— : — 


Meſſina. A Room in Pompey's Houſe, 
Enter POMPEY, MENECRATES, and MENAS, 


Pom. If the great gods be juſt, they ſnall alſiſt 
The deeds of. juſteſt men. 
Mene. EK.now, worthy Pompey, 
That what they do delay, they not deny. 1 
Pom. Whiles we are ſuitors to their throne, decays 
The thing we ſue for. | 
"owes We, ignorant of ourſelves, 
Beg often our own harms, which the wiſe powers 
Deny us for our good; ſo find we profit, | 
By 2008S of our e | 
Pom. | I ſhall do well: 
The people love me, and the ſea is mine; 
My power's a creſcent, and my auguring hope 
Says, it will come to the full. Mark Antony 
In Egypt fits at dinner, and will make 
No wars without doors: Cæſar gets money, where 
He loſes hearts : Lepidus flatters both, 
Ot both is flatter' d; but he neither "es, 
Nor either Cares for him, 
Men. | Ceæſar and Lovides 
Are in the field ; a mighty ſtrength they carry, 
Pom. Where have you this? *tis falſe. | 
Men. | | From Silvius, ſir. 
Pom. He dreams; I kw, they are in Rome together, 
Looking for Antony: But all charms of love, 
Salt eee ſoften thy wan'd lip! 
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Let- witchcraft join with benuty; luſt with both! 
Tie up the libertine in a field of feaſts, 

Keep his brain fuming ; Epicürean cooks, 
Sharpen with cloyleſs ſauce his appetite z 


That ſleep and feeding may prorogue his honour, 


Even till a Lethe'd dulneſs. How now, Varrius ? 
Enter Vaneau s. 


"ng This is moſt centala that I wal deliver: 


Mark Antony is every hour in Rome 


Expected; ſince he went from Egypt, tis 
A ſpace for further travel. | 
Pom. I could have given 1 leſs matter 


; A better ear, —Menas, I did not think, 


This amorous ſurfeiter would have don'd his helm 
For ſuch a petty war: his ſoldierſhip 


Ts twice the other twain ; But let us rear 


The higher our opinion, that our ſtirring 
Can from the lap of Egypt's widow pluck 


The ne'er luſt-wearied Antony. 


Men. | I cannot hope, 


Cæſar and Antony ſhall well greet together: 
His wife, that's dead, did treſpaſſes to Cæſar; 
His brother warr'd upon him; although, I think, 


Not mov'd by Antony. 
Pom. I know hol: Menas, 


How leſſer enmities may give way to greater. 


Were't not that we ſtand up againſt them all, 
Twere pregnant they ſhould ſquare between themſelyes; 


For they have entertained cauſe enough 


To draw their ſwords : but how the fear of us 


May cement their diviſions, and bind up 


The petty difference, we yet not know. 


oe 
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Be it as our gods will have it! It only ſtands 


Our lives upon, to uſe our &rongelt hands. 5 
Come, Menas. | | Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 
Rome. A Room in the Houſe of Lepidus. 


Enter ENOBARBUsS and LEPIDUS, 


Lep. Good Enobarbus, tis a worthy deed, 


And ſhall become you well, to entreat your N 


'To ſoft and gentle ſpeech, 


WS I ſhall entreat him 


8 To anſwer like himſelf: if Cæſar move him, 
Let Antony look over Cæſar's head, 
And ſpeak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, 
Were I the wearer of Antonius” beard, 


I would not ſhay*t to-day. = 
Lp. Tais not a time 


For private ſtomaching. 


Eno. | Every time 


Serves for the matter that is then born in it. 


Lep. But ſmall to greater matters muſt give way. 
Eno. Not if the ſmall come firſt. 
Lep. Tour ſpeech is paſſion: 


But, pray you, ſtir no embers up. Here comes 


T0. noble Antony, 


Enter ANTONY and VENTIDIUS. 


Eno. And yonder, Cæſar. 
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Enter CK SAR, MECANas , and AGRIPPA, 


Ant. If we compoſe well hare, to Parthia : 


Hark you, Ventidius, 


Caf. I do not know, 


Mecænas; aſk Agrippa. 


Lep. Noble friends, 
That which combin'd us was moſt great, and let not 
A leaner action rend us. What's amiſs, 

May it be gently heard: When we debate 

Our trivial difference loud, we do commit 


Murder in healing wounds: Then, noble partners, 
(The rather, for I earneſtly beſeech,) 


Touch you the ſoureſt points with ſweeteſt terms, 
Nor curſtneſs grow to the matter. 

Ant. »Tis ſpoken et; 
Were we before our armies, and to fight, | 


I ſhould do thus. 


Caf. Welcome to Rome. 


Ant. Thank you. 
Czf. at; - 
Ant, | „ Sit, ſir! 
15 4 EE: 
en— | 


Ant. I learn, you take things ill, which are not lo; 3 


Or, being, concern you not. 


Caf. 0 J muſt be ug at, 
If, or for nothing, or a little, I 
Should fay myſelf offended ; and with you 5 | 
Chiefly i' the world: more laugh d at, that I ſhould 


| Once name you derogately, when to ſound your name 


It pat concern 4 me. 


Ant. 
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Aut. My being i in Egypt, Ceſar, 


What was't to you? 


 Cz/. No more than my refding here at Rome 
Might be to you in Egypt: Yet, if you there 
Did practiſe on my ſtate, your being 1 in Egypt 


Might be my queſtion. 


ant: :- | How intend you, practis d? 
Cæſ. You may be pleas'd to catch at mine intent, 


Buy what did here befal me, Your wife, and brother, 


Made wars upon me; and their conteſtation 


Was theme for you, you were the word of war. 


Ant. Vou do miſtake your buſineſs; my brother never 
Did urge me in his act: I did enquire it; 
And have my learning from ſome true reports, 


That drew their ſwords with you. Did he not rather 


Diſcredit my authority with yours; | 
And make the wars alike againſt my ſtomach, 


Having alike your cauſe ? Of this, my letters 


Before did ſatisfy you. If you'll patch a quarrel, 


As matter whole you have not to make it with, 


It muſt not be with this. 

9 | Yon praiſe yourſelf 
By laying defects of judgement to me; but 
You patch'd vy your excuſes. 25 

Ant. | Not ſo, not ſo: 


| 1 know you could not lack, I am certain on't, 


Very neceſſity of this thought, that I, 
Your partner in the cauſe gainſt which he fought, 
Could not with graceful eyes attend thoſe wars 


Which fronted mine own peace. As for my wife, 


I would you had her ſpirit in ſuch another: 

The third o' the world is yours; which with a ſnaffle 
You may pace eaſy, but not ſuch a wife, | 
Eno. 
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Fuo. Would, we had all ſuch wives, that the men 
might go to wars with the women! 
Ant. So much uncurbable, her garboils, Cæſar, 
Made out of her impatience, (which not wanted 
Shrewdneſs of policy too,) I grieving grant, 
Did you too much diſquiet : for that, you muſt 


But fay, I could not help it. 


Cæœſ. I wrote to you, 
When rioting in Alexandria; 3 you 
Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts 
Did gibe my miſſive out of audience. 
— = :. ts - 
He fell upon me, ere admitted ; then 
Three kings I had newly feaſted, and did want 
Of what I was i' the morning: but, next day, 
I told him of myſelf ; which was as much 
As to have aſk'd him pardon : Let this fellow 
Be nothing of our ſtrife; if we contend, 
Out of our queſtion wipe him. 
„ Fou have broken 
The article of your oath; which you ſhall never 
Have tongue to charge me with. | 
Lep. 2 cad. | 
Ant. | No, 
Lepidus, let him ſpeak ; 
The honour's ſacred which he talks on now, 
Suppoſing that I lack'd it : But on, a, 
The article of my oath, 
Cæſ. To lend me arms, 1 aid, when I requir them; 
The which you both deny'd. | 
ant Neglected, rather; ; 
And then, when poiſon" d hours had bound me up 
From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may, 
FH + 
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I'll play the penitent to you: but mine honeſty 
Shall not make poor my greatneſs, nor my power 
Work without it: Truth is, that Fulvia, 5 
To have me out of Egypt, made wars here; 

For which myſelf, the ignorant motive, do 

So far aſk pardon, as befits mine honour 
— ſtoop in ſuch a caſe. | 

| Lep. 7 "Tis nobly pokes. | 

Mec. If 3 it might pleaſe you, to enforce no further 
The griefs between ye: to forget them quite, 
Were to remember that the preſent need 
Speaks to atone you. | 

Lep. 3 Worthily ſpoke, Mecznas. 

Eno. Or, if you borrow one another's love for the in- 
ſtant, you may, when you hear no more words of Pompey, 
return it again: you ſhall have time to wrangle 1 Iſt when 
you have nothing elſe to do. | 

Ant. Thou art a ſoldier only; ſpeak no more. 

Eno. That truth ſhould be filent, I had almoſt forgot. 
Ant. You wrong this preſence, therefore ſpeak no more. 
Eno. Go to then; your conſiderate ſtone. | 

Cæſ. I do not much diſlike the matter, but 
The manner of his ſpeech: for it cannot be, 

We ſhall remain in friendſhip, our conditions 
| $o differing in their acts. Vet, if I knew 
What hoop ſhould hold us ſtaunch, from edge to edge 
O* the world, I would purſue it. 

Agr. Give me leave, Czſar, 

Cæſ. Speak, Agrippa. | 

_ Agr. Thou haſt a filter by the mother' s fide, 
Admir d Octavia: great Mark bony 
Is now a widower, 


cal. Say not ſo, Agrippaz 


— 
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Tf Cleopatra heard you, your reproof 

Were well deſerv'd of raſhneſs. 

| Ant. I am not married, Cæſar: let me hear 
Auppe further ſpeak. | 

Agr. To hold you in perpetual amity, 


Io make you brothers, and to knit your hearts 


With an unſlipping knot, take Antony 
Octavia to his wife: whoſe beauty claims 
No worſe a huſband than the beſt of men; 
Whoſe virtue, and whoſe general graces, ſpeak 
That which none elſe can utter. By this marriage, 
All little jealouſies, which now ſeem great, 
And all great fears, which now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing: truths would be but tales, 
Where now half tales be truths: her love to both, 
Would, each to other, and all loves to both, 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have ſpoke ; 
For 'tis a ftudied, not a preſent thought, 
By duty ruminated, 

Ant. Will Czfar ſpeak ? 
 __ Cezf. Not till he heard bow Antony 1s touch'd 
With what 1 is ſpoke already. | 

Ant. What power is in Agrippa, 
If I would ſay, Agrippa, be it ſo, 
To make this good? | 

Caf, The power of rt and 
His power unto Octavia. | 

i May I never 
To this good purpoſe, that ſo fairly ſhows, | 
Dream of impediment !—Let me have thy hand: 
Further this act of grace; and, from this hour, 
The heart of brothers govern in our loves, 
And ſway our r ret defigns! 


"Caſe, 
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Cæſ. There is my hand. 
A ſiſter I bequeath you, whom no brother 
Did ever love ſo dearly: Let her live 
To join our kingdoms, and our hearts; ; and never 
Fly off our loves again ! 
L. | Happily, amen! 
Ant. T did not think to draw my ſword *gainſt Pompey 3 3 
For he hath laid ſtrange courteſies, and great, 
Of late upon me: I muſt thank him only, | 
Leſt my remembrance ſuffer ill reports 
At heel of that, a him. | 
Laß. Time calls upon us: 
Of us muſt Pompey preſently be ſou ght, 
Or elſe he ſeeks out us. | 


F | And where lies he? 
Cæſ. About the Mount Miſenum. | 
--- lat; | 8 What' 8 his krength 
By land? | 


Cf. Great, and increaſing: but by 4 
He is an abſolute maſter. 
Ant. So is the fame. 
Would, we had ſpoke together! Haſte we for it: 
Yet, ere we put ourſelves in arms, deſpatch we 


oy The buſineſs we have talk'd of, 
=. - —_ With moſt gladneſs ; 
0 And do invite you to my ſiſter's view, 
| 7 Whither ſtraight I will lead you. 
. Let us, Lepidus, 
= Not lack your company. 
5 V Noble Antony, 
" Not ſickneſs ſhould detain me. 
1 [Flouriſh. Exeunt Cs AR, ANTO NY, and Leriovs. 
3 Mec. Welcome from Egypt, ſir. 
1 | Eno. 
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"Si Half the heart of Cæſar, worthy Mecznas y 


bonourable friend, Agrippa! 


Agr. Good Enobarbus ! . 
Mec. We have cauſe to be glad, that matters are ſo well 
digeſted. You ftay'd well by it in Egypt. | 


Eno. Ay, fir ; we did ſleep day out of countenance, and | 
made the night light with drinking. 


Mec. Eight wild boars roaſted whole at a breakfaſt, and 


but twelve perſons there; Is this true? 


Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle: we had much | 


more monſtrous matter of feaſt, which worthily deſerved 


noting. | 
Mec. She's a c moſt triumphant lady, if report by ſquare 0 


to her. 


Eno. When the firſt met Mark Antony, ſhe purſed up > 


his heart, upon the river of Cydnus. 


Agr. There ſhe appear'd indeed or my reporter. de- 


vis'd well for her. 


Eno. I will tell you: 


The barge ſhe ſat in, like a burnichs d throne, 
Burn'd on the water: the poop was beaten gold; 


Purple the fails, and ſo perfumed, that 


The winds were love-ſick with them: the oars were ſilvery | 
Which to the tune of flutes kept ſtroke, and made 


The water, which they beat, to follow faſter, 
As amorous of their ſtrokes. For her own perſon, 


It beggar'd all deſcription : ſhe did lie 
In her pavilion, (cloth of gold, of tifſue,) 

Ober- picturing that Venus, where we ſee, 

The fancy out- work nature: on each fide her, 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like ſmiling Cupids, 


With diverſe-colour'd fans, whoſe wind did ſeem 


To glow the delicate cheeks which they did cool, 
And what they unde, Al. 


4 | 


5 
r 


4 _ 4 7 ** of 

3 

„ Las EO 7 * 
5 TG I = 


* > Ms 


x £4 - 
* A — . 
P 
r 


oy 


eee 
vs AY 2 AL 
rer 


af: . 

8 

1 OY 08,5 
9 Wt 


7 


8 


” ; 2 8 * 
. 2 J « * 855 
ata. I. . 2 2 * 2 2 F * — - f 
8 r y * N 2 8 * I 2 p f 
SEAS © P Born, Nos ——. .. TIONS 25 , he . ; 
* 4, s £5 Am FC OO es POST » 2 . , A 
* . e c * 2 ; Su Aa , A h 


— 
i 


3 . 
Ne 


AE 


At 11. ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA, 


31 


Agr. £ O, rare for Antony! 
Eno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides, | 


So many mermaids, tended her i' the eyes, 
And made their bends adornings : at the helm 


A ſeeming mermaid ſteers ; the ſilken tackle 


Swell with the touches of thoſe flower-ſoft hands, 
That yarely frame the office. From the barge 


A ftrange inviſible perfume hits the ſenſe 


Df the adjacent wharfs. The city caſt _ 
Her people out upon her; and Antony, 
Enthron'd in the market-place, did fit alone, 
Whiſtling to the air; which, but for vacancy, 


Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And made a gap in nature.  _ 
Agr. Rare Egyptian! 
Eno. Upon her landing, Antony ſent to her, 
Invited her to ſupper: the reply d. 
It ſhould be better, he became her gueſt ; 


Which ſhe entreated : Our courteous Antony, 

| Whom ne'er the word of » woman heard ſpeak, 
Being barber'd ten times o'er, goes to the feaſt 3 
And, for his ordinary, pays his heart, 


For what his eyes eat only. 
a_ Tc: :k q 85 Royal wench ! 


she made great Cæſar lay his ſword to bed; 
He plough' d her, and ſhe cropp'd. 


En. I ſaw her 0 once 
Hop forty paces Sat the publick ſtreet: 
And having loſt her breath, ſhe ſpoke, and panted, 
That ſhe did make defect, perfection, 


And, breathleſs, power breathe forth. 
Nec. Now Antony muſt leave her utterly. 


Eno. Never; he will not; 


Age cannot wither her, nor cuſtom ſtale WED 
Her 
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3 infinite variety. Other women 
Cloy th* appetites they feed; but ſhe makes hungry, | 
Where moſt ſhe ſatisfies. For vileſt things 
Become themſelves in her; that the holy prieſts 
Bleſs her, when ſhe is riggiſh. 
Mec. Tf beauty, wiſdom, modeſty, can x ſettle. be 
The heart of Antony, Octavia is 


A bleſſed lottery to him. | 
Agr. | Let us go. — 
Good Enobarbus, make yourſelf my gueſt, | 
Whilſt you abide here. _ 
Eno. | | . fir, I thank you. | 
_ | ” | LExeunt, 
: SCENE III. 


_ The lane. 4 Room i in Ceſar) $ | Houſe. 


Enter cs, Aube r Octavia between them ; 4. 
tendants, and a Soothiayer. 5 


Ant. The world, and my great office, will ſometimes 

Divide me from your boſom. _ | | 
Oda. f which time, 

Before the gods my knee ſhall bow wy prayers | 

To them for you. _ | 
. Good dicks, 6vmMy Oftavia, | 

Read not my blemiſhes in the world's report: 

I have not kept my ſquare; but that to come 

Shall all be done by the rule. Good night, dear lady.— 
Oda. Good night, „„ 
Cæſ. Good night. TR Caan * Octavia. 
Ast. Now, ſirrah! you do wiſh a: in Egypt? 

| Sooth, 


Say to Ventidius, I would {peak with bim :— 


He hall fo Parthia.—Be } it art, or hap, 
He hath ſpoken true: The very dice obey him; 
And, in our ſports, my better cunning faints 
Under his chance: if we draw lots, he ſpeeds : 
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Sooth. Would I had never come from tb nor r you 
T hither ! 

Ant. If you 1 your reaſon? . 

Sooth, | 5 I ſee't in 


My motion, have it not in my tongue: But yet 
Hie you again to Egypt. 


Ant. Say to me, : 5 


Whoſe fortunes ſhall riſe W Sate 8, or mine? 


Sooth. Cæſar's. 
Therefore, O Antony, ſtay not by h his ſide: 


Thy dæmon, that's thy ſpirit which keeps thee, is 


Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable, 


Where Cæſar's is not; but, near him, thy angel 
Becomes a Fear, as being o'erpower d; therefore 


Make ſpace enough between you. 
Ant. | „„ We this no more. 
' Sooth, To none but thee ; no more, but when to tees 


: If thou doſt play with him at any game, | 
Thou art ſure to loſe; and, of that natural luck, 


He beats thee gainſt the odds; thy luſtre thickens, | 


When he ſhines by : I ſay again, thy ſpirit 


Is all afraid to govern thee near him; $ 
Bur, he away, tis noble. 5 
Ant. 1 Get thee gone: 3 


(Exit voothfyer, 


His cocks do win the battle ſtill of mine, 


When it is all to nought; and his quails ever 
Beat mine, inhoop'd, at odds. I will to Egypt: : 


And though I make this ables for my peace, 
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j 
1 Enter vevridus. 
| I the eaſt my pleaſure lies :—O, come, ventidius, | 
You muſt to Parthia ; your commiſſion” s ready: 
F ollen — nd receive it. 8 | [Exeunt, 
SCENE IV. 


The ſame, Street. 
Enter LE IDUSs, MECZNAS, and AGRIPPA, 


Lep. Trouble yourſelves no further: ; pray you, haſten 
Your generals after. 
r Sir, Mark Antony 
Will e'en but kiſs Octavia, and we'll follow. 
Lep. Till I ſhall ſee you in your ſoldier's dreſs, 
Which will become you both, farewell. | 
Mec. 5 We ſhall, 
As I conceive the j journey, be at mount 
Before you, Lepidus. 
Lep. 0 Your way | is Sener 
My purpoſes do draw me much about; 
You'll win two days upon me. 
Mec. Agr. Sir, good ſucceſs! 
Lep. Farewell. 1 ( Eren. 
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SCENE. v. 


Alexandria. A Room in the Palace, 


Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, IRAS, and ALEXAs. | 


Cleo. Give me ſome muſick; muſick, moody food 
of us that trade in love. _ nes 
Attend. F muſick, ho ! 


Enter MARDIA N. 


Cleo. Let it alone; let us to billiards 2 
Come, Charmian. 

Cbar. My arm is ſore, beſt vlay with Maidian. | 

Cleo. As well a woman with an eunuch play'd, 
As with a woman ;—Come, you'll play with me, & ? 
Mar. As well as I can, madam. 

Cleo, And when good will! is ſhow'd, though it come 

| too hort, 


The actor may plead pardon. I'll none now :— 
Sive me mine angle, — We'll to the river: there, 
My k muſick playing far off, I will betray 


Tawny-finn'd fiſhes ; my bended hook ſhall pierce | 
Their ſlimy jaws; and, as I draw them up, 


I'll think them every one an Antony, 
And ſay, Ah, ha! you're caught. 


—__ „ merry, when 


Vou wager'd on your angling; 3 when your diver 
Did hang a falt-fiſh on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew us 


= Ag That time 0 times !— 
1 laugh'd him out of patience ; and that night 


J laugh'd him 1 into patience: and next morn, 


36 | ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. AA tt. 


Fre the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ; 
Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilſt 
I wore his ſword Philippan. O! from Italy; 


Enter a Meſlenger. | 


Ram thou thy fruitful tidings in mine ears, 
That long time have been barren. 
Mef. Mladam, madam, 
Cleo. Aae 3 Jead i — 
If thou ſay fo, villain, thou kill'ſt thy miſtreſs: 
But well and free, 
If thou ſo yield him, there 1s ala. and here 
My blueſt veins to kiſs ; a hand, that kings 
Have lipp” d, and trembled kiſſing. | 
Meſ. e Firſt, madam, he 8 well, 
Cleo. Why, there” s more 0908: But, firrab, mark; Yee © 
uſe 
| To fay, the dead are ven "bring it to that, 
The gold I give thee, will I melt, and pour: 
Down thy ill-uttering throat. 
Meſ. Good madam, hear me. 
„ „„ Well go to, I will ; 
But there's no anole in thy face: If Antony 
Be free, and healthful, - why ſo tart a favour 
To trumpet ſuch good tidings ? If not well, 
Thou ſhould'ſ come like a fury crown'd with ſnakes, 
Not like a formal man, 
Meſ. „ Wit REY you hear me? 
Cleo. J have a mind to ftrike thee, ere thou ſpeak'ſ| ; ; 
Vet, if thou ſay, Antony lives, is well, | 
Or friends with Cæſar, or not captive to kim, 
I'll ſet thee in a ſhower of gold, ang hal: 
p Rich your upon thee, 


nf, 
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Me. RO he's well. | 
(Cleo. | Well aid, 
Meſ. And friends with Cefar. | 
Cons | Thou'rt an honeſt man. 


Mef. Cefar ak he are greater friends than ever. 


Cleo, Make thee a i fortune from me. | 
Meſ. | ND \ | yet, madam, — 


cn 1 d tive ike bar yer, M ons alloy. 
The- good precedence z fye upon but yet: 
But yet is as a gaoler to bring forth 


Some monſtrous malefattor. Pr* ythee, friend, 


Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear, 


The good and bad together : He's friends with Cæſar; 


In ſtate of health, thou ſay'ſt; and, thou ſay'ſt, free. 


Meſ. Free, madam! no; I made no fuch MORT :; 
He's bound unto Octavia, 


Cleo. For what good turn ? 
Mef. For the beſt turn 1 the bed. 
Cleo. | I am pale, Charmian. a 


Meſ. Madam, he's married to Octavia. 
Cleo. The moſt infectious peſtilence upon thee! 
[Strikes Aan down, 
Meſ. Good madam, patience, 
Cleo. 8 What ſay you Hence, 
| [Strikes him again. 
Horrible villain! or on ſpurn thine eyes | 
Like balls before me; I'll unhair thy head; 
oe Fu [She hales Fee up and Son, 


Thou malt be whipp'd with wire, and ſtew'd i in brine, 


Smarting in ling' ring pickle. 
Meſ. Gracious ad. 


IJ, that do bring the news, made not the match, 


Cleo. Say, *tis not ſo, a province I will give thee, 


And make thy fartunes proud: the blow thou hadſt 


D 3 „„ 
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Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage; 
And I will boot thee with Wbt gift beſide . 


Thy modeſty can beg 


1 | He's married, madam, 
Cleo. Rogue, thou haſt liv'd too long. 

| | 5 [Draws a dagger. 
Meſ. | | | Nay, then I'll run. 


What mean you, madam ? I have made no fault. [ Exit. 
Char, Good madam, keep FRO within yourſelf; 


| T he man is innocent. 


Cleo. Some innocents "ſcape not the chunder-bolt,— 


Melt Egypt into Nile! and kindly creatures 


Turn all to ſerpents !—Call the ſlave again; 
Though I am mad, I will not bite him ;—Call. 


Char. He is afeard to come. | 
n | I Will not hare bas: hrs: 


Theſe hands do wok nobility, that they ſtrike 
A meaner than myſelf; ſince I myſelf 


Have given myſelf the cauſe, —Come hither, fir. 


| Re-enter Meſſenger. 


Though it be honeſt, it is never good 
To bring bad news: Give to a gracious meſſage. 
An hoft of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell 
Themſelves, when they be felt. 
Mef. + Is hape done my duty. 
Cleo. Is he married? = 
I cannot hate thee worſer than 1 do, 


If thou again ſay, Yes. 
Mef. ____ He is married, madam. 


Cleo. The 0 confound thee! doſt thou hold there 


ſtill? | 
Mef. Should I lie, madam ? 


Cleo, 
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Cleo. . :0; I would, thou didſt; 

So half my Egypt were e ſubmerg d, and made 

A ciſtern for ſcal'd ſnakes! Go, get thee hence; 
| Had*ſ thou Narciſſus in thy face, to me | 
Thou would'ſ appear moſt ugly. He is married? 
Meſ. 1 crave your ny rms Pardon. 
ä Hle is married? 
Me /. Take no o offence, that I would not offend 1881 = 
To puniſh me for what you make me do, 
Seems much unequal : He is married to Octavia. 
Cleo. O, that his fault ſhould make a knave of thee, 
T hat art not! What? thou' rt ſure oft? Get thee 
| Hence: -. 
The merchandiſe, which thou haſt brought from Rome, 
Are all too dear for me; Lie they upon thy hand, 

And be undone by em [Exit Meſſenger. 
Char. ng Good your highneſs, patience. 
Cleo. In praiſing Antony, I have diſprais*d Czfar, : 
Char. Many times, madam. 

Cleo. I am paid for't now. 
Lead me from hence, | 
I faint; O Iras, r no matter .— 

Go to the fellow, good Alexas; bid him 
Report the feature of Octavia, her years, 


> . Her inclination, let him not leave out 
Ne The colour of her hair ;—bring me word quickly.— 
[Exit ALEXAS, 
5 Let 7 for ever go el et him not—Charmian, 
4 Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
. T other way he's a Mars: — Bid you Alexas 
0 [To MARDIAN. 


Bring me word, how tall ſhe is.—Pity me, Charmian, 
But do not 9 to me. — Lead me to my chamber. 


[Exeunt. 
D RT SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 
Near Miſenum, 


Enter PomPEY, and MENas, at one ſide, avith drum and 
trumpet: at another, Cx s ak, LEPIDUSs, Ax TONY, 
EN OBAR RHS, MEC NAS, with ſoldiers marching. 


Pom. Your hoſtages I have, ſo have you mine z 3 
And we ſhall talk before we fight. 
ä M̃,ioſt meet, 

That firſt we come to words; and therefore have we 
Our written purpoſes before us ſent : ; 
Which, if thou haſt conſider'd, let us know ; 
If *twill tie up thy diſcontented ſword ; | 
And carry back to Sicily much tall youth, 
That elſe muſt periſh here. 

Pom. To you all three; 
The ſenators alone of this great world, 
Chief factors for the gods, — I do not know, 
Wherefore my father ſhould revengers want, 
Having a ſon, and friends; ſince Julius Cæſar, 
Who at Philippi the good Brutus ghoſted, 
There ſaw you labouring for him. What was it, 
That mov'd pale Caſſius to conſpire? And what 
Made the all-honour'd, honeſt, Roman Brutus, 
With the arm'd reſt, courtiers of beauteous freedom, 
To drench the Capitol : but that they would 
Have one man but a man? And that is it, 
Hath made me rig my navy; at whoſe burden 
The anger'd ocean foams ; with which I meant 
To ſcourge the ingratitude that deſpiteful Rome 
Caſt on my noble father. 
Caf. Take your time, 


* 


Aut. 
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Ant. Thou canſt not fear us, Pompey, with thy fails, 
We'll ſpeak with thee at ſea: at land, thou know'lſt 
How much we do o'er-count thee. 

Pom. | 8 At land, indeed, 
Thou doſt © o' er- count me of my father's houſe * 
But, ſince the cuckoo builds not for himſelf, 
Remain in't, as thou may'ſt. N 

Lep. 3 e pleas'd to tell us, 
| (For this is from the preſent,) how ou take 
The offers we have ſent you. 

Cæſ. | There's the point. 

Ant. Which do not be entreated to, but weigh 
What it is worth embrac'd. | 


Cæſ. if . And whit may follow, 
To try a larger fortune, 
Pom. | You have made me offer 


Of Sicily, Sardinia; and I muſt 
| Rid all the ſea of pirates; then, to ſend 
Meaſures of wheat to Rome : This *greed upon, 
To part with unhack'd edges, and bear back 
Our targe undinted. | 
Cæſ. Ant. 1 That' s our offer. 
Pom. | | Know then, 
I came before you FOR a man prepar'd 
To take this offer: But Mark Antony 
put me to ſome impatience :—Though I loſe | 
The praiſe of it by telling, You muſt know, 
When Cæſar and your brothers were at blows, 
Your mother came to Sicily, and did find 
Her welcome friendly. | 
Ant. . I have heard it, Pompey ; 
And am well ſtudied for a liberal thanks, 
Which I do owe you. 


Pom, Let me haye your hand 
I did 
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I did! not think, ſir, to have met you here. 
Ant. The beds i' the eaſt are ſoft; and thanks to you, 
That call'd me, timelier than my purpoſe, hither ; 

For I have gain d by it. | 


Cæſ. Sine 1 ſaw you l. 
There is a change upon you. 
Pom. Well, I know not 


What counts harſh fortune caſts upon my face ; 
But in my boſom ſhall the never come, | 
To make my heart her vaſſal. 
Les. Well met here. | 
Pom. I hope ſo, i Thus we are agreed: 
I crave, our compoſition may be — 1 
And ſeal'd between us. 
"Caf. - „ I at's he next to do, = 
Pom. We'll feaſt each other, ere we nt; and let us 
Draw lots, who ſhall begin. 
Ant. | That will I, Pompey. 
Pom. No, Antony, take the lot: but, firſt, 
Or laſt, your fine Egyptian cookery _ 
Shall have the fame. I have heard, that Julius Czfar 
Grew fat with reaſting there, 


Ant. | if You have heard much. 
Pom. I have fair meanings, fir, 5 
Ant. | | And fair words to them, | b 


Pom. Then ſo much have I heard':— 
And I have heard, Apollodorus carried 
Eno. No more of that He did ſo. 
Pom. PI» What, I pray you 2 
Eno. A certain queen to Cæſar in a mattreſs, 
Pom. I know thee now How far'ſt thou, ſoldier? _ 
Eno. | Well; a 
And well am like to . for, I perceive, 
Four feaſts are toward. . 
Pam. 
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Pom. Let me ſhake thy hand 
I never hated thee : J have ſeen thee fight, 
When I have envied =y behaviour. 
Eno. | BR 
I never lov'd you much; but I have prais'd you, 
When you have well deſery'd ten times as much 
As I have ſaid you did. 
Pen. Enjoy thy plinneſs, 
It nothing ill becomes thee.— 
Aboard my galley I invite you all: 
Will you lead, lords ? 
| Caf. Ant. Lep. Show us the mays „ | 
Pom. VE | Come, 
[Exeunt b CaSaR, ANTONY, Leripus, 
Soldiers, and Attendants. 
Men. Thy father, Pompey, would ne'er bw made this 
treatyw—[A/fide.]—You and I have known, fir. 
Eno. At ſea, I think. 
Men. We have, ſir, | | 
Eno. You have done well by water. 
Men. And you by land. | | 
Eno. I will praiſe any man that will 1 me: though | 
it cannot be denied what I have done by land, 
Men. Nor what I have done by water, 
Eno. Yes, ſomething you can deny for your own ſafety : 
you have been a great thief by ſea. 
Men. And you by land. e | 
Eno, There I deny my land ſervice. But give me your 
hand, Menas : If our eyes had authority, here they might 
take two thieves kiſſing, 
Men. All men” $ s faces are true „ Whatſoe' er their hands 
are. 
Eno. But there is never a fair woman has a true face. 
Men. No ſlander; they ſeal. hearts. 


Eno. 
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Eno, We came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part, I am ſorry it is turn'd to a drinking. 
Pompey doth this day laugh away his fortune, 

Eno. If he do, ſure, he cannot weep it back again. 

Men. You have faid, fir. We look' d not for Mark 


Antony here: Pray you, is he married to — 


Ene. Cæſar's ſiſter is call'd Octavia. | 
Men. True, fir; ſhe was the wife of Caius Marcellus. 
Eno. But ſhe is now the wife of Marcus Antonius, 
Men. Pray you, fir? | 

Eno. Tis true. 

Men. Then is Cæſar, ai he, for ever kale together. 
Eno. 1f I were bound to divine of this unity, I would 

not propheſy fo. : 

Men. I think, the policy of that aro made more M. 


the marriage, than the love of the parties. 


Emo. I think fo too. But you ſhall find, the band that 
ſeems to tie their friendſhip together, will be the very 
ftrangler of their amity : Octavia is of a holy, cold, and 
ſtill converſation. 

Men. Who would not have his wife lo ? | 

Eno. Not he, that himſelf is not ſo; which is Mark 
Antony. He will to his Egyptian diſh again; then ſhall 
the ſighs of Octavia blow the fire up in Cæſar; and, as I 
ſaid before, that which is the ſtrength of their amity, ſhall 
prove the immediate author of their variance. Antony 


will uſe his affection whers it is; he married but his occa- 
ion here. 


Men. And thus it may bk cone, fi, will you aboard ? 
J have a health for you. | 
Eno. I ſhall take it, fir; we © have us'd our throats in 
Egypt. - 
Men. Come; let's away. LE. 
| SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 
Oz board Pompey's Galley, lying near Miſenum. 
Muſick. Enter two or three Servants, with a banquet. 


1 Serv, Here they'll be, man: Some o' their plants are 
| 111-rooted already, the leaſt wind 1 the world will blow 
them down. 

2 Serv. Lepidus is high-colour d. 

1 Serv. They have made him drink alms- drink. | 
à⁊ Serv, As they pinch one another by the diſpoſition, 
he cries out, 29 more; reconciles them to his entreaty, and 
nen to the drink. 5 


1 Serv. But it raiſes the greater war between him and 
his diſcretion. 

2 Serv. Why, this it is to have a name in great men's 
fellowſhip : J had as lief have a reed that will ds me no 
{ervice, as a partizan I could not heave. | 
x Serv, To be call'd into a huge ſphere, and not to be 
ſeen to move in't, are the holes where eyes ſhould be, | 

which pitifully diſalter the cheeks. 


. ſonnet ſounded. Enter gen Anrour; Pourtr; 
Le Pipus, AGRIPPA, MEC Nas, ENOBARBUS, Mz- 
NAS, With other Captains. 


Ant. Thus do they, fir: To Caar. ] They take the 

flow o' the Nile 5 

By certain ſcales i' the pyramid ; they know, 

By the height, the lowneſs, or the mean, if dearth, 

Or foizon, follow : The higher Nilus ſwells, 

The more it promiſes ; as it ebbs, the ſeedſman 3 
| Sa Upon 
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Upon the ſlime and ooze ſcatters his grain, 
And ſhortly comes to harveſt. _ | 
Lep. You have ſtrange ſerpents there. 
Ant. Ay, Lepidus. 


Lep. Your ſerpent of Egypt is bred now of your mud 


by the operation of your ſun ; ſo is your crocodile, 5 
Ant. They are ſo. | 


Pom. Sit,—and ſome wine.—A health to Lepidus. 


Lep. I am not ſo well as I ſhould de, but Tl neer 
out. 


Eno. Not til) you have lere, 1 fear me, you 1 be i in, | 


till then. 


Lep. Nay, certainly, 1 r hand, the Ptolemios? 155 
pyramiſes are very goodly things; without In, 


1 have heard that. 


Men. Pompey, a word. Fm - Ade. 
„Fe. „ mine ear: What is't ? 
Nen. Ten my ſeat, I do ) beſeech thee, captain, 
| | Aide. 
And hear me ſpeak a walk.” 5 
EL TT Ras . orbear me till: anon.— 
This wine for Lepidus. 


Lep. What manner o' thing is your crocodile? 
Ant, It is ſhaped, fir, like it ſelf; and it is as broad as 
it hath breadth: it is juſt ſo high as it is, and moves with 


its own organs: it lives by that which nouriſheth it; and 


| the elements once out of it, it tranſmigrates, 
Lep. What colour is it of? 

Ant. Of its own colour too. 

_ Lep. Tis a ſtrange ſerpent. 

Ant. Tis ſo. And the tears of i it are wet. 
Caæſ. Will this deſcription ſatisfy him? 


Ant. With the health that Net gives bim, elſe he 


is A very . | 
| Poms 
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Pom. [To MENas afide.} Go, hang, fir, hang | Tell me 
of that? away! _ 
Do as I bid you, —Where's this cup I call'd for? 
Men. If for the ſake of merit thou wilt hear me, 


Riſe from thy ſtool. * [ A/ide. 


en. 1 think, thou” rt mad. The matter ? 
l [Riſes, and walks aſide. 
Men. I have ever held my cap off to thy fortunes. 
Pom. Thou haſt ſerv'd me with much faith: What's 
elſe to ſay? | 


Be jolly, lords, 


Ant. Theſe quick- ſands, Lepidus, | 


Keep off them, for you fink. 


Men, Wilt thou be lord of all the world ? rk | 
Pom. What ſay'ſt thou? 
Menu. Wilt thou be lord of the whole world ? That 1 

twice. 5 


6 Pom. How ſhould that be ? 


Men. „ But entertain it, and, 
Although thou think me poor, I am the man 


Will give thee all the world. 


Pom. Hat thou drunk well? 

Men. No, Pompey, I have kept me from the cup. 
Thou art, if thou dar'ſt be, the earthly Jove: 
Whate'er the ocean pales, or ſky inchps, 


Is thine, if thou wilt have t. 


?, nu cho me which way. 

| Men, Theſe three world-ſharers, theſe competitors, 
Are in thy veſſel: Let me cut the cable; | 
And, when we are put off, fall to their throats : : 


| Al there is thine. 1 2 


. Ab, this thou ſhould'ſt hy done, 
And not have ſpoke on't! In me, tis villainy ; 
In thee, it had been good ſervice. Thou muſt know, 

7 e wil Tis 
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Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour ; 


Mine honour it. Repent, that e'er thy tongue 


Hath ſo hetray'd thine act: Being done unknown, 
I ſhould have found it afterwards well done; 


But muſt condemn it now. Deſiſt, and drink. 5 
Men. For this Ie. 
Vit never follow thy pall'd fortunis more,— N 


Who ſeeks, and will not take, when once 'tis offer'd, 
Shall never find it more. 


Pom. This health to Lepidus. 
Ant. Bear him aſhore.—I'Il pledge it for him, Pompey. 
Eno. Here's to W Menas. | 
Men. .  Enobarbus, welcome, 

Pom. Fill, till the cup be hid. | 
Eno. There's a ſtrong fellow, Menas. | | 
Long t6 * Attendant aubb carries off tov PIDU "I 
Men. Why: | 
Eno. | 3 He bears 


The third part of the world; man; See*'f not? 


Men. The third part then is drunk: Would it were 
all, 


That it might go on wheels! 


Eno. Drink thou; increaſe the reels, | 

Men. Come. 

Pom. This is not yet an Ae lian feaſt. 

Ant. It ripens towards it.—Strike the * hot | 


Here is to Cæſar. 


af I could well forbear i it. 
It's monſtrous labour, when 1 waſh my ww, 


And it grows fouler. 


Yu Be a child o' the time. | 
Cæſ. Poſſeſs it, I'll make anſwer : but 1 had rather faſt | 


From all, four days, than drink ſo much in one. 


Eno. Ha, my brave emperor | 17 Abrour; | 
| Shall 
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Sball we dance now the Egyptian Bacchanals, 
And celebrate our drink ? 


Pom. Lee hat; good ſoldier. 
Ant. Come, let us all take hands; | 
T ill that the conquering wine hath ſteep! a4 our ſenſe 


| In ſoft and delicate Lethe. 


Eno. 8 All take hands.— 


| Make dene to our ears with the loud muſick = _ 
The while, I'll place you: Then the boy ſhall ſing; 


The holding every man ſhall bear, as loud _ 
As his ſtrong ſides can volley. | 
[Mufick plays. ENOBARBUS ne them hand i. in band. 


s 0 N 8. 


Come, thou monarch of the wine, 

Plumpy Bacchus, with pink eyne : 

In thy wats our cares be drown'd ; 
With thy grapes our hairs be crown'd ; 
Cup us till the world go round; 

| ay us, till 4 wr go round ! 


C. What would you more ?—Pompey, ce night. 


Good brother, 


Let me requeſt you off: our graver buſineſs. 
Frovns at this levity.—Gentle lords, let's part; 
| You ſee, we have burnt our cheeks : ſtrong Enobarbe 
Is weaker than the wine; and mine own tongue 
Splits what it ſpeaks : the wild diſguiſe hath almoſt 


Antick'd us all. What needs more wor ds: ? 9 — : 


: Good Antony, your hand. 


—_P-- „„ ter you 0 the ſhore. 
Ant. And ſhall fir: give s your hand, 
Fom. | 1 * Antony, 


E You 
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Vou have my father's houſe, But what ? we are friends; ; 
Come, down into the boat. 


Tuo. Take heed you fall not.— 


[Exeunt Pou. Cs. ANT. and Attendants. 
Menas, I'll not on ſhore. | 
M, No, to my cabin. — 
Theſe drums !—theſe trumpets, flutes! what !— 
Let Neptune hear we bid a loud farewell . 
To theſe gt-at fellows: Sound, and be hang'd, found 
out. IA flouriſh of trumpets, with drums. 


Eno. Ho, ſays SI TONY: $ my cap. 
Men, Yo 


Come. 


ACT 


Ho !—noble captain ! * 
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ACT IT. SCENE I. 


A Plain in Syria. 


Enter VENTIDIUS, as after conqueſt, with S1L1Us and other 


Romans, officers, and e the dead body of Pacorus 
borne before him, 


Pen, Now, darting Parthia; art thou ſtruck ; and now 


Pleas? d fortune does of Marcus Craſſus* death 

Make me revenger.— Bear the king's ſon's body 
Before our army Thy Pacorus, Orodes, 
Pays this for Marcus Craſſus. 


Sil. | Noble Ventidius, 
Whilſt yet with Parthian blood thy ſword is warm, 


The fugitive Parthians follow; ſpur through Media, 


Meſopotamia, and the ſhelters whither 
'The routed fly : ſo thy grand captain Antony 
Shall ſet thee on triumphant chariots, and 
Put garlands on thy head. 

Ven. O dilius, Silius, 
J have done enough : A lower place, note well, 


| May make too great an act: For learn this, Silius ; 5 
Better leave undone, than by our deed acquire 


Too high a fame, when him we ſerve's away. 


Cæſar, and Antony, have ever won 


More in their officer, than perſon : Soſſius, 


One of my place in Syria, his lieutenant, 


For quick accumulation of renown, 


Which he achiev'd by the minute, loſt his favour. 


Who does i' the wars more than his captain can, 


Becomes his captain 8 captain: and ambition, 


E 2 The 
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The ſoldier's virtue, rather makes choice of loſs, 
Than gain, which darkens him. 
I could do more to do Antonius good, 
But *twould offend him; and in his offence 
Should my performance periſh. 
V | Thou haſt, Ventidius, . 
That without which a ſoldier. and his ſword, . þ | 
Grants ſcarce diſtinction. Thou wilt write to Antony? : 
Ven. I'll humbly ſignify what in his name, 
That magical word of war, we have effected; 
How, with his banners, and his well-paid ranks, * 
The ne'er-yet-beaten horſe of Parthia | 
We have va out © the field. 
8 | Where is he now ? | 
:. Few. oe . to Athens: whither, with what haſte 
The weight we muſt convey with us will permit, — 
We ſhall appear before him,—On, there ; paſs along. | 
[ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Rome. An Ante- chamber in Ceſar 8 Houſe. 


Enter AGRIPPA, and ExOBa8BUs, meeting. 


Agr. What, are the brothers parted ? 

Er, They have deſpatch'd with Pompey, he is gone; 
The other three are ſealing. Octavia weeps | 
To part from Rome: Cæſar is ſad; and Lepidus, 
Since Pompey's feaſt, as Menas ſays, is troubled 
With the green ſickneſs. 

Agr. Tis a noble Lepidus. 
| Eno. A very fine one: O, how he loves Czſar! 
| | Aar. Nay, but how dearly he ador es Mark Antony ! 
| | Tuo. 
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Eno, Ceſar? Why, he's the Jupiter of men. 
Agr, What's Antony ? The god of Jupiter. 
Eno. Spake you of Cæſar? How ? the nonpareil ! 
Agr. O Antony! O thou Arabian bird! 
Eno, Would you praiſe Car, e go no 
further. | 
Agr. Indeed, he ply'd them both with excellent dies. 
Eno. But he loves Cæſar beſt ;—Yet he loves Antony: 
Ho! hearts, tongues, figures, ſcribes, bards; poets, cannot 
Think, ſpeak, caſt, write, ſing, number, ho, his love 
To Antony. But as for Cale, 

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder, 
Agr. 85 Both he loves. 
Eno. They are his thards, and he their beetle. So,— 

ow [ Trumpets, 


Agr. Good tortune, worthy ſoldier ; and farewell. 
Enter CAR, ANTONY, LEPIDUS, and OCTAVIA, 


Ant. No further, fir. | 
Czſ. You take from me a great part of myſelf; 


_ Uſe me well in 1t.—Siſter, prove ſuch a wife 


As my thoughts make thee, and as my furtheſt band 
Shall paſs on thy approof.—Moſt noble Antony, 


Let not the piece of virtue, which is ſet 


Betwixt us, as the cement of our love, 
To keep it builded, be the ram, to batter 


The fortreſs of it: for better might we 


Have lov'd without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cheriſh'd, 


Ant. | Make me not offended 
In your diſtruſt. | 
Cz have ſaid. 


E 3 
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Ant. 9 955 Vou ſhall not find, 
Though you be therein curious, the leaſt cauſe 
For what you ſeem to fear: So, the gods keep you, 
And make the hearts of Romans ſerve your ends! 

We will here part. 

Cæſ. Farewell, my deareſt ſiſter, fire thee watt; 
The elements be kind to thee, and make 
'Fhy fpirits all of comfort! fare thee well. 

Ota. My noble brother !— 

Ant. The April's in her eyes: It is love 8 e 
And theſe the ſhowers to bring it on.—Be cheerful. 

O#a. Sir, look well to my * houſe; and 

Caf. Z What, 
Octavia ? - | | 

Oda. I'II tell you in your ear. 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tongue: the ſwan's down feather, 
That ſtands upon the ſwell at full of tide, | 
And neither way inclines. | 


Eno, Will Cæſar weep? [ A/ide to Ack RI PA. 


Agr. 9 5 He has a cloud in 's face. 
Eno. He were the worſe for that, were he a horſe; 
So is he, being a man. 
Arr. Why, Enobarbus ? 
When Antony found Julius Cſar dead, 
He cried almoſt to roaring : and he wept, 
When at Philippi he found Brutus lain. 


Eno. That year, indeed, he was troubled with rheumy | 


What willingly he did confound, he wail'd: 
Believe it, all I weep too. 

Caf. | No, ſweet + OM 
You ſhall hear from me ſtill ; the time ſhall not 
Out go my thinking on you. | 

Art. Come, ſir, come; 
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I'll wreſtle with you in my ſtrength of love: 
Look, here I have you; thus I let you go, 
And give 7 to the gods. | 
Caf. Adieu; be happy! ' 
Lep. Let all the number of the ſtars give light 
© To thy fair way! TOE 
= Caf. Farewell, farewell) [Kiſſes Oc VIA. 
= | . 355 | Farewell ! | 
1 8 [Trumpets ſound. Exeunt. 


SCENE III. 
Alexandria. A Room in the Palace. 
| Enter CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, Inas, and ALEXAS. 


1 ED Cleo. Where is the fellow ? | 
Ee 15 Half afeard to come. 
Cleo. Go to, go to: — Come hither, fir, : 


3 R 
5 KCC 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


E- VV | Good majeſty, 
L | Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you, 2 
But when you are well pleas'd. 
LD... | That Herod's head 
I'll have: But how? when Antony i is gone 
Through whom I might command it,—Come thou near, 
Meſ. Moſt gracious majeſty,— 


Co. | Didi thou behold 
Octavia? 


Meſ. Ay, dread queen, = 
Cleo. Where? | 3 
Meſ. a Madam, in Rome 
E 4 ER I look'd 
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I look'd her in the face; and ſaw her led 
Between her brother and Mark Antony. 
Cleo. Is the as tall as me ? 
Mef. She is not, madam. 
Cleo. Didſt hear her ſpeak ? Is ſhe ſhrill- tongu'd, or low ? 
_ IMeſ. Madam, I heard her ſpeak ; ſhe is low-voic'd. 
Cleo. That's not ſo good :—he cannot like her long. 
Char. Like her? O Ifis! *tis impoſſible. 
Cleo. I think wy Charmian: Dull of tongue, and dwarf- 
8 iſh!— | | 
What majeſty is in her gait! Remember, 
If e'er thou look'dſt on majeſty. 
. ; | She creeps z 
Her motion and her ſtation are as one: 
She ſhows a body rather than a life; 
A ſtatue, than a breather. 
Cleo. Is this certain? 
Meſ. Or 1 have no obſervance. _ 
Char. . Three in Egypt 
Cannot make better note. 
8 He's very knowing, 
I do perceive t: There's nothing in her "uu. — 
The fellow has good TAR 
Cher. Excellent. 
Cleo. Gueſs at her years, I pr'ythee. 
„ Madam, 
She was a e ; . 
wo "4 Widow ?—Charmian, hark. 
Meſ. And I do think, ſhe's thirty. 
Cleo. Bear'ſt thou her face in mind? is it long, or round ? 
Meſ. Round even to faultineſs. | 
Cleo. | For the moſt part too, 


They are fooliſh that are ſo,—Her hair, what colour ? 
Me. 
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Meſ. Brown, madam: And her forehead i is as lo 
As ſhe would wiſh it. 
„ gold for thee. 
Thou muſt not take my former ſharpneſs ill ;— — 
I will employ thee back again; I find thee 
Moft fit for buſineſs : Go, make thee ready ; 


Our letters are prepar d. [Exit an 


Char. A proper man. 
Cleo. Indeed, he is ſo: I repent me much, 


That fo I harry'd him. Why, methinks, by him, 
This creature's no ſuch thing. 


8 . | O, nothing, madam. 
Cleo. The man hath ſeen ſome majeſty, and ſhould know. 
Char. Hath he ſeen majeſty ? Iſis elſe defend, 


And ſerving you ſo long 


Cleo. J have one thing more to aſk him yet, good Char- 
man :— 5 
But tis no matter; thou ſhalt wing him to me 
Where I will write: All may be well enough. _ 
Char. I warrant you, madam, 3 [ Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 
Athens: A Room i in Antony" s Houſe, 


Enter Ax rox and OCTAVIA, 


Ant. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that,— 
That were excuſable, that, and thouſands more 
Of ſemblable import, —but he hath wag'd 
New wars gainſt Pompey ; made his wall, and read it 


To publick ear: 


Spoke ſcantly of me: when perforce he could not 


But pay me terms of honour, cold and fickly 


8 . | He 
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He vented them; moſt narrow meaſure lent me: 
When the beſt hint was given him, he not took't, 
Or did it from his teeth. | : 
Octa. O my good lord, 
Believe not all; or, if you muſt believe, 
Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady, 
If this diviſion chance, ne'er ſtood — 
Praying for both parts: 
And the good gods will mock me preſently, | 
When I ſhall pray, O, bleſs my lord and bend? 
— that prayer, by crying out as loud, | 
O, bleſs my brother! Huſband win, win brother; 
Pray, and deſtroys the prayer; no midway 
*T wixt theſe extremes at all. 
Ant. | Gentle Octavia, 
Let your beſt love draw to that point, which ſeeks 
Beſt to preſerve it: If I loſe mine honour, 
I loſe myſelf : better I were not yours, 
Than yours ſo branchleſs. But, as you requeſted, 
Yourſelf ſhall go between us: The mean time, lady, 
I'll raiſe the preparation of a war 
Shall ſtain your brother; Make your ſooneſt haſte; ; 
So your deſires are yours. 
Octa. | Thanks to my lord. 
The Jove of power make me moſt weak, moſt weak, 
Your reconciler! Wars *twixt you twain would be 
As if the world ſhould cleave, and that ſlain men 
Should folder up the rift. | 
Ant. When it appears to you where this bas 
Turn your diſpleaſure that way; for our faults 
Can never be ſo equal, that your love 
Can equally move with them. Provide your going; 
Chooſe your own company, and command what coft 
Your heart has mind to, - [ FREY 


3 | | SCENE 


Aa 1, ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA, 59 


SCENE V. 
The ſame, Another Room in the ſame. 
Enter FNoBARBUS and EROS, meeting. 


Eno. How now, friend Eros? 
Eros, There's ſtrange news come, fir. 
Eno. What, man ? 
Eros. Cæſar and Lepidus have made wars upon Pompey. 
Eno. This is old; What is the ſucceſs? | 
Eros, Cæſar, having made uſe of him in the wars 'gainſt 
| Pompey, preſently denied him rivality ; would not let bim 
| partake in the glory of the action: and not reſting here, 
accuſes him of letters he had formerly wrote to Pompey ; 
upon his own appeal, ſeizes him: So the poor third i is up, 
till death enlarge his confine. | = 
Eno, Then, world, thou haſt a pair of chaps, no more; 
And throw between them all the food thou haſt, 
They'll grind the one the other. Where's Antony ? 
Eros. He's walking in the garden thus; z and ſpurns 
The ruſh that lies before him; cries, Fool, Lepidus ! | 
And threats the throat of that his officer, 
That murder'd Pompey. 5 
Ss. Our great navy's rigg'd. 
Eros. For Italy, and Cæſar. Mere, Domitius ; 
My lord deſires you preſently: my neus | 
I might have told hereafter. 


1 | 'Twill be naught : 
But let it be.— Bring me to Antony, | 
| Eres, Come, fir, _ [Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 
Rome. A Room in Czſar's Houſe, 
Enter CESAR, AGRIPPA, and MECZANAS. | 


oy Contemning Rome, he has done all this : And 
more; 


In Alexandria, —here's the manner of It, 
PF the market-place, on a tribunal ſilver'd, 
Cleopatma and himſelf in chairs of gold 
Were publickly enthron'd : at the feet, ſat 
Cæſarion, whom they call my father's ſon ; | 
And all the unlawful iſſue, that their luſt 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the *ſtabliſhment of Egypt; made her 
Of lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 
Abſolute queen. 
Mec. This in the publick eye? | 
Cæſ. I' the common ſhow-place, where they exerciſe, 
His ſons he there proclaim'd, The kings of kings : 1 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia, 
He gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy he aged 
Syria, Cilicia, and N She | 
In the habiliments of the goddeſs Ifi: | 
That day appear'd; and oft before yove: audience 
As *tis reported, 5. | 
Mee. Let Rome be thus 
Inform'd. 
Agr. Who, > with his Wie | 
Already, will their good thoughts call from him. 


Cæſ. The people know it; and have now receiv d 
His accuſations. 


. 


Ad 11 ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA., 61 


Agr. Whom does he accuſe? 

Caſ. Cæſar: and that, having in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius ſpoil'd, we had not rated him 

His part o' the iſle: then does he ſay, he lent me 
E Some ſhipping unreſtor'd: laſtly, he frets, 
b- "That Lepidus of the triumvirate 
: Should be depos'd ; and, being, that we detain 
All his revenue. 

MF. this ſhould be anſwer'd. 

Cæſ. Tis done already, and the meſſenger gone. 
I have told him, Lepidus was grown too cruel; 
That he his high authority abus'd, 
And did deſerve his change; for what I have conquer'd, 
__ I grant him part; but then, in his Armenia, 
| And other of his conquer'd nom, 1 : 


Demand the like. | 
Ms He'll never r yield to that. 
Cæſ. Nor muſt not then be yielded to in this. 


Enter OcrAvIA. 


Oda. Hail, Cæſar, and my lord! hail, moſt dear Czfart 
Cæſ. That ever I ſhould call thee, caſt-away ! 
OXa, You have not call'd me fo, nor have you cauſe. 
J | Cæſ. Why have you ſtol'n upon us thus? You come not 
= Like Cæſar's ſiſter ; The wife of Antony 
: | Should have an army for an uſher, and + 
Ihe neighs of horſe to tell of her approach, 
Long ere ſhe did appear; the trees by the way, 
Should have borne men; and expectation fainted, 
Longing for what it had not: nay, the duſt _ 
Should have aſcended to the roof of heaven, 
Rais'd by your populous troops: But you are come 
A market-maid to Rome; and have prevented | 
| | y The 
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The oftent of our love; which, left unſhown 

Is often left unlov'd : we ſhould have met you 
By fea, and land ;, ſupplying every ſtage. 

With an augmented pd, 

Octa. 1 .__ Good my lord, 
To come thus was I not conſtrain'd, but did it 

On my free-will. My lord, Mark Antony, 

Hearing that you prepar'd for war, acquainted 
My grieved ear withal ; whereon, I begg'd 
His pardon for return. | 

8 Which ſoon he granted, 
Being an obſtruct *tween his luſt and him. 

Oda. Do not ay fo, my lord. 

EOS I have eyes upon him, 
And his affairs come to me on the wind. 

Where 1s he now? 

MR. - My lord, in Athens. 

Caſ. No, my moſt wronged ſiſter ; Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire 
Up to a whore; who now are levying”: ws, 

The kings o' the earth for war: He hath aſſembled 
 Bocchus, the king of Lybia; Archelaus, | 

Of Cappadocia; Philadelphos, king 

Of Paphlagonia ; the Thracian king, Adallas: 
King Malchus of Arabia; king of Pont; 

Herod of Jewry; Mithridates, king 

Of Comagene; Polemon and Amintas, | 

The kings of Mede, and Lycaonia, with 2 

More larger liſt of ſcepters. | 

„ | Ah me, wt wretched, 
That have my heart parted betwixt two enen 
That do afflict each other! | 
Cafe 7-6, =: igloomne bither : : 

Your letters did withhold our breaking forth; 


Tilt 
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1 Till we perceiv'd, both how you were wrong led, 
1 And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart: 
4 Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 
O'er your content theſe ſtrong neceſſities z 3 
But let determin'd things to deſtiny 
Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome: 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus d 
Beyond the mark of thought: and the high gods, 
To do you juſtice, make them miniſters 
Of us, and thoſe that love you. Beſt of comfort; 3 
And ever welcome to us. 
„„ Welcome, lady. 
Mec. Welcome, dear madam. 
1 Each heart in Rome does love and pity you: : 
; Only the adulterous Antony, moſt large 


rr 1 
3 « * L I 


In his abominations, turns you off; 
And gives his potent regiment to a trull, 
That noiſes it againſt us. | | 
Ota. . Is it ſo, ür k | 
Caf. Moſt certain. Siſter, welcome : Pray you, | 
Be ever known to patience: My deareſt filter! ¶ Exeunt. 


' SCENE. VII. 
Antony 8 Can, near the Promontory of Actum. 


Euer CLEOPATRA and ENOBARBUS. 


1 1 will be even with thee, doubt it not. 
Eno. But why, why, why? 
Cleo. Thou haſt forſpoke my bong? in theſe wars; ; 
And ſay'ſt, it is not fit. | 
Eu, Well, is it, js it? 78 
i, Cleo. 


64 ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. Ae 111. 


Cleo. Is't not? Denounce againſt us, Why! ſhould not we 
Be there in perſon ? | 
' Eno. [ Afde.] Well, I could reply: — 
If we ſhould ſerve with horſe and mares together, 
The horſe were merely loſt; the mares would bear 
A ſoldier, and his here. | 
3 5 What is't you ſay? 
Eno. Your preſence needs muſt puzzle Antony; 
Take from his heart, take from his brain, from his time, 
What ſhould not then be ſpar'd. He is already 
Traduc'd for levity; and *tis ſaid in Rome, 
'That Photinus an eunuch „ and your maids, _ 
Manage this war. | 
Cs. Sink Rome 4 and their tongues rot, 


8 That ſpeak againſt us! A charge we bear i' the war, 
And, as the preſident of my kingdom, will 


Appear there for a man. Speak not againſt it; 
I will not ſtay behind, | 
N Nay, 1 have done: 

Here comes the emperor. | 15 


As and Caxipius. 


.. | Is't not ſtrange, Canidius, 

That from Tarentum, and Brunduſium, 
He could ſo quickly cut the Ionian ſea, 
And take in Toryne ?—You have heard on t, fever! ? 

Cleo. Celerity is never more admir' d, | 
Than by the negligent. 

: ts © „ rebuke, 
Which might have well becom'd the beſt of men, 
To taunt at ſlackneſs.—Canidius, we 
„Will fight with him by ſea. us 
BY CO  Y What elſe ? 
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"Quin. Why v will my lord do ſo? 
Ant, | For he dares us to” t. 
Eno. So hath my lord dar'd him to ſingle fight. 
Can. Ay, and to wage this battle at Pharſalia, 
Where Cæſar fought with Pompey: But theſe offers, 
Which ſerve not for his vantage, he ſhakes off; 
And fo ſhould you. | 
r * are not wt mann d-. 
Vour mariners are muleteers, reapers, people 
Ingroſs'd by ſwift impreſs; in Cæſar's fleet 
Are thoſe, that often have gainſt Pompey fought: 
Their ſhips are yare ; yours, heavy. No diſgrace | 
Shall fall you for refuſing him at ſea, 
” Yang N for land. . . 
Ant. „ ſea, by . 
Eno. Moſt worthy ſir, you therein throw any 
The abſolute ſoldierſhip you have by land ; 
Diſtract your army, which doth moſt conſiſt 
Of war-mark'd footmen ; leave unexecuted 
' Your own renowned knowledge; quite forego 
The way which promiſes aſſurance ; and 
Give up yourſelf merely to chance and hazard, 
From firm ſecurity. | | 
VVV fight at ſea, 
Cleo. I have ſixty ſails, Cæſar none better. 
Ant. Our overplus of ſhipping will we burn; . 
And, with the reſt full-mann'd, from the head of Actium 
: Beat the n Cæſar. But if we fail, 


9 Enter a 3 


We then can do't at land. Thy buſineſs * 
Meſ. The news is true, my lord; he | is deſeried, 
Cæſar has taken * „ 


FF 
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Ant. Can he be there in perſon ? *tis impoſſible; 
Strange, that his power ſhould be.—Canidius, 
Our nineteen legions thou ſhalt hold by land, 
And our twelve thouſand horſe: We'll to our ſhip; 


Enter a Soldier. 


Away, my Thetis !—How now, worthy ſoldier ? 
Sold. O noble emperor, do not fight by ſea ; 
_ Truſt not to rotten planks : Do you miſdoubt 

This ſword, and theſe my wounds? Let the En, 
And the Phœnicians, go a ducking ; we 
Have us'd to conquer, ſtanding 01 on the earth, 
And fighting foot to foot. | 
7” Well, well, away. | 

¶ Exeunt AnToNy, CLEOPATRA, and ENOBARBUS, 

Sold. By Hercules, I think, I am i' the right. 
Can. Soldier, thou art : but his whole action grows 
Not in the power on't : So our leader” 8 led, 
And we are women's men. 

Sola. | „ keep by land 
The legions and the horſe whole, do you not? 
Can. Marcus Octavius, Marcus Juſteius, 
Publicola, and Cælius, are for ſea: 
But we keep whole by land. This ſpeed of Ceſar : 
n beyond belief. 
Sold. Wille he was yet in Rome, 
His power went out in ſuch diſtractions, as 

g Beguil'd all ſpies. _ | 

Can. Who's his lieutenant, hear you ? 

Sold. TP *. one Taurus. 
Can, | a Well 1 know the man. 


Enter 
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Enter a Meſſenger. 


Me. The emperor calls for Canidius. | 
Can, With news the time s with labour; and throes 
forth, 


Each minute, ſome. . [Exon | 


' SCENE VIII. 
4 Plain near Actium. 
Enter c, Tavnus, Officers and Others. | 


Caf. Taurus, | 
Tar.” My lord. 
Cæſ. Strike not by land; keep whole : : 


Provoke not battle, till we have done at "Ry | 
Do not exceed the preſcript of this ſcroll : 


Our fortune lies upon this jump, . [ Exeunt, 


Enter Axroxy and EXOBARBUS. 


Ant. Set we our ſquadrons « on yon” ſide o the hill, 


In eye of Cæſar's battle; from which place 
We may the number of the ſhips behold, 


And ſo proceed accordingly. - [ Exeunt. 


F 2 | . Later 


———— —ũ— 8 — — 
— — — - —— I = ww — KE —— — 
. .. K Ae SR an — — — 
_ - — —— — — ©—— - a — 
— — ————— — —— — — — * — 5 
A — — — — _— _ * 


— — . — 5 


. 


— = 


— 


— 
— 


= 


22 


— —̃ —.— 
2 3 D = 


68 ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 4a 111. 


Euter Canibius, marching a his land army one away 
over the ſlage; and TAURUS, the lieutenant of Cæſar, the 
other way. After their going in, is _ the noiſe of a 


fea ofght. 
Alarum, | Re-enter E N 0 p AR BUS. 


Eno. Nanght, navght, all naught! I can behold no 


longer: 


T he Antoniad; the Egyptian dun. 


With all their ſixty, fly, and turn the rudder 


To ſee 200 mine eyes are blaſted. 


Enter "Pa Rus. 


b . | | 5 5 Gods, and goddeſſes, 


All the whole nod of them! 


Ls BY What's * paſſon? 
Scar. The greater cantle of the world is loſt 


With very ignorance; ; we have kiſs d away .. 
Kingdoms and provinces. 


0s. How appears the fight ? 
Scar. On our ſide like the token'd peſtilence, 


where death is ſure. Von' ribald- rid nag of Egypt, 


Whom leproſy o' ertake! i' the midſt o' the fight. — 
When vantage like a pair of twins appear'd, 


Both as the ſame, or rather ours the elder,— 


The brize upon her, like a cow in JG, | 


_ Hoiſts ſails, and flies. 5 


Eno, | That I beheld : mine eyes 
Did ſicken at the debt on't, and could not 


Endure a further view. 


8 She once e being loof 4% 


The noble ruin of her magick, Antony, 


Claps o on his in, and like a doting mallard, 
Leaving 
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Leaving the figbt in height, flies after her: 


I never ſaw an action of ſuch ſhame ; 
Experience, manhood, honour, ne'er before 
Did violate ſo itſelf, | 

Eno, | | Alack, alack! 


een | 
Can. Our fortune on the ſea is out of breath, 
And finks moſt lamentably. Had our general 


Been what he knew himſelf, it had gone well: | 
O, he has given example for our flight, 


Moſt groſsly, by his own. | 
Eno. 25 are you thereabouts ? Why then, good night | 


1 Tu peloponneſus are they fled. 
Scar. Tis eaſy to't; and there 1 wall attend 


What further comes. 


Can. 1 To Cæſar will I aer 


My legions, and my horſe ; ſix kings ready 


Show me the way of yielding. 
Fas, 5 I'll yet follow 
The wounded chance of Antony, though "x. reaſon 


_ Sits in the wand en me. . LExeunt. 


SCENE IX. | 
Alexandria, 4 Room i in the Palace, 5 


Enter Avrony, and Attendants. ; 


Ant. Hark, the land bids me tread no more upon't, | 
It is aſham'd to bear me !—Friends, come hither. | 
J am ſo lated in the world, that I t 


Have loſt my way for ever: — ] have a ſhip 
_ J 1 Ai 


— 2 eee 7 
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Laden wit th old; take that, divide it; fly, 

And make your Py with Cæſar. 

Att. Fly! not we. 

Ant. I have fled myſelf ; and have inſtructed cowards 
T o run, and ſhow their ſhoulders. —Friends, be gone x ; 
J have myſelf reſolv'd upon a courſe, 
Which has no need of you; be gone: 
My treaſure's in the harbour, take it. 0, 
J follow'd that I bluſh to look upon: 
My very hairs do mutiny ; for the white 
Reprove the brown for raſhneſs, and they them 
For fear and doting,—Friends, be gone; you ſhall 
Have letters from me to ſome friends, that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not fad, 
Nor make replies of loathneſs : take the hint 
Which my deſpair proclaims : let that be left 
Which leaves itſelf : to the ſea fide ſtraightway : 
I will poſſeſs you of that ſhip and treaſure. 
Leave me, I pray, a little: pray you now ;— 
| Nay, do ſo; for, indeed, I have loft command, 
| T herefore I Tr my :—T'll ſee you by and by.” 


[ Stts down, ' 


Enter ERos, ane CLrorarka, led by CHArMian and | 


IRAs, 


Bree. Nay, gentle madam, to him —Comfort him. 
| Jras, Do, moſt dear queen. | 
Cbar. Do! Why, what elſe ? 
Cleo. Let me fit down, O Juno! 
Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros. See you here, fir ? 

Ant. O fye, fye, fye. 

(bar. Madam, — 
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Tras, Madam; O good empreſs !— 

Eros, Sir, fir, 
Ant, Yes, my lord, yes ;—He, at Philippi, kept 
His ſword even like a dancer; while I ſtruck : 
The lean and wrinkled Caſſius; and *'twas I, 


That the mad Brutus ended: he alone 
Dealt on lieutenantry, and no practice had 
In the brave ſquares of war: Yet now—No matter, | 


Cleo. Ah, ſtand by. 
Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen. 
 Tras. Go to him, madam, ſpeak to him; 


He i is unqualitied with very ſhame. 


Cleo. Well then,—Suſtain me -o“ 
Eros. Moſt noble ſir, ariſe; the queen approaches; 3 


Her head's declin'd, and death will ſeize her; but 5 
Vour comfort makes the reſcue. 


Ant. I have offended reputation; 5 
A moſt unnoble e 
Eros. D ; Sir, the queen. 
Ant. O, whiclior haſt thou led me, Egypt? See, 


How I convey my ſhame out of thine eyes 


By looking back on what I have left behind 
*'Stroy'd in diſhonour, _ 
. Om my lord, my lord! 


Forgive my fearful fails! I little thought 
8 You would have follow'd. 


” 3 | | Egypt, thou knew too wth. 5 
My heart was to thy rudder tied by the ſtrings, | 


And thou ſhould'ſt tow me after: O'er my ſpirit 
Thy full ſupremacy thou knew'ſt; and that 
Thy beck might from the bidding of the i axed 


Command _ 
= O, my pardon. 1 
Ant. 2 Now I muſt 
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ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


1 I was of me as petty: to his 9 55 


Ad 111. 


To the young man ſend humble treaties, dodge 


And palter in the ſhifts of lowneſs; who 


With half tne bulk o the world play'd as I pleas'd, 


Making, and marring fortunes. You did know, 
How much you were my conqueror ; and that 
My ſword, made weak by my mon, would | 
1 it on all cauſe. | 
„ O pardon, baidon 
Ant. Fall not a tear, I ſay; one of them rates 
All that is won and loſt: Give me a kiſs; 
Even this repays me. We ſent our ſchoolmaſter, 
Is he come back ?—Love, I am full of lead. | 
Some wine, within there, and our viands :— Fortune knows, 


We ſcorn her moſt, when moſt ſhe offers blows. [Exeunt.. 


SCENE X. 
Cæſar's Camp, in Egypt. 
| Enter CÆS AR, Do LAB ELLA, THYREU S, and Others. 


Cæſ. Let him appear that s come e from Antony. — 


Know you him ? 


Dol. Ceæſar, tis his e 


An argument that he is pluck'd, when hither 


He ſends ſo poor a pinion of his wing, 


Which had ſuperfluous kings for RIG 
Not many moons gone by. ; 


| Enter Ambaſſador from Auron. 


Cæſ. „ Approach, and ſpeak, 
Amb. Such as I am, I come from Antony's 
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As is the morn-dew on the my rue leaf 
To his grand ſea. 
Cef. Be it ſo; Declare thine office. 
Ab. Lord of his fortunes he ſalutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Egypt : which not granted, 
He leſſens his requeſts ; and to thee ſues 
To let him breathe between the heavens and earth, | 
A private man in Athens: This for him. 
Next, Cleopatra does confeſs thy greatneſs ; 
Submits her to thy. might; and of thee craves 
The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs, 
Now hazarded to thy grace. | 
Cæſ. For Antony, 
I have no ears to his requeſt, The queen 
Of audience, nor deſire, ſhall fail; fo ſne 
From Egypt drive her Al- ned friend, 
Or take his life there: This if ſhe perform, 
She ſhall not ſue unheard. So to them both. 
Ab. Fortune purſue thee ! 
Cæſ. 5 Bring him nigh the ind 
1355 CEN [Exit Ambaſſador. 
To try the eloquence, now tis time: Deſpatch ; 
From Antony win Cleopatra : promiſe, [To THYREUS. | 
And in our name, what ſhe requires ; add more, 
From thine invention, offers: women are not, 
In their beſt fortunes, ſtrong ; but want will perjure 
The ne'er-touch'd veſtal : Try thy cunning, e ; 
Make thine own edict for * . which we 
Will anſwer as a law. 
» ·» M I go. 
Cæſ. Obſerve how Antony becomes his flaw; : 
And what thou think'ſt his very action ſpeaks 
In every power that moves. Sr Te 
TOE « | Cæſar, I ſhall, [Exeunt. 
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SCENE XI. 


a Alexandria. 4 Room in the Palace, 


Enter CLroratRA, Ex0nanBus, CHanMIan, and Las. 


Cleo. What mall! we do, Enobarbus 5 | 
Eno. | Think, and die. 
Cleo. Is Antony, or we, in fault for this? 
Eno. Antony only, that would make his will 1 
| Lord of his reaſon. What although you fled _ 1 
From that great face of war, whoſe ſeveral ranges RF 
Frighted each other? why ſhould he follow ? 
The itch of his affection ſhould not then 


Have nick'd his captainſhip; at ſuch a point, | | E 
When half to half the world oppos'd, he being | 1. 


The mered queſtion : Twas a ſhame no leſs 
Than was his loſs, to courſe your flying _ 
And leave his navy gazing. 

Cleo. e i ythee, peace. | 


Enter Axrour, <vith the Ambaſſador 


. 15 this his wort LE rt | | Y 
Enn Ay, my lord. 7 
A The queen I 
Shall then have courteſy, ſo the will yield 2 
Us up. | 
Ab. He ſays * 
a e .7 1. ber know it.— 


To the boy Cæſar ſend this grizled head, 
And he will fill thy wiſhes to the brim 
t With IDPs. $ 
Cleo. 
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Cleo. That head, my lord ? 

Ant. To him again; Tell him, he wears the roſe 
Of youth upon him; from which, the world ſhould note 
Something articular his coin, ſhips, legions, 
May be a coward's; whoſe miniſters would prevail 
Under the ſervice of a child, as ſoon 
As i' the command of Cæſar: I dare him therefore 


To lay his gay compariſons apart, 
And anſwer me declin'd, ſword againſt ſword, 


Ourſelves alone: I'll write it; follow me. 
[Exeunt ANTONY and Ambaſſador. 
Eno. Ves, like enough, high-battled Cæſar will 


Unſtate his happineſs, and be ſtag'd to the ſhow, 


Againſt a ſworder,—I fee, men's judgements are 
A parcel of their fortunes ; and things outward 


Do draw the inward quality after them, 

Too ſuffer all alike. That he ſhould dream, 
Knowing all meaſures, the full Cæſar will 
Anſwer his emptineſs !—Czſar, thou haſt ſubdu'd 


His jug gement too. 


Euter an Attendant. | 


"ES A mellenger from Czſar. 
Cleo. What, no more ceremony ?—See, my women !— 
Againſt the blown roſe may they ſtop their noſe, 


That kneel'd unto the buds, — Admit him, fir, 


Eno. Mine honeſty, and I, begin to ſquare, | [A4/ide. 


The loyalty, well held to fools, does make 


Our faith mere folly:— Vet, he, that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord, 
Does conquer him that did his maſter conquer, 
And earns a place 3 1 the ſtory. 


Enter 55 


-6 ' ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA, AQ 111. 


Enter THYREUS. 


G. Ceæſar's will ? 
_ Thyr. Hear it apart. wo 3 
Cleo. None but friends; ſay boldly. 


Thyr. So, haply, are they friends to Antony. 

Eno. He needs as many, fir, as Cæſar has; 

Or needs not us. If Cæſar pleaſe, our maſter 

Will leap to be his friend: For us, you know, 

Whoſe he is, we are; and that's, Cars. 
A a So, 

Thus then, thou moſt renown'd cr entreats, 

Not to conſider in what caſe thou ftand'ſt 

Further than he is Ceſar, 

Cleo, „„ WG Wb Right wind. 

Thyr. He knows, that you embrace not Antony 

As you did love, but as you 3 him. 

A e - | 8 

yr. The ſcars upon your honour, therefore, he 

Does pity, as conſtrained blemiſhes, 

Not as deſerv'd. 

Cleo. le is god, and knows 

What is moſt right: Mine honour was not yielded, 

But conquer d merely. | 

\_ Emo. To be ſure of that, | [Afide, 

I will aſk Antony.—Sir, fir, thou'rt ſo leaky, | 

That we muſt leave thee to thy finking, for 

L TP deareſt quit thee, [ Exit ENOBARBUS, 

W Shall I fay to Cæſar 

What you require of him? for he partly begs 

To be defir'd to give. It much would pleaſe him, 

That of his fortunes you ſhould make a ſtaff = 

To lean upon: but it would warm his ſpirits, 3 
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Io hear from me you had left Antony, 
And put yourſelf under his throwd, 
The univerſal landlord. 


Cleo. | What's your name ? 
_ Thyr. My name is Thyreus. 
A | Moſt kind meſſenger. 


Say to great Cœſar this, In diſputation 
J kiſs his conqu'ring hand: tell him, I am prompt 


I o lay my crown at his feet, and there to kneel : 


Tell him, from his all-obeying breath I hear 
The doom of Egypt. 
r. Tis your eden courts;.” 
Wiſdom and fortune combating together, 
If that the former dare but what it can, 
No chance may ſhake it. Give me grace to lay 
. My duty on your kad.” 7 
Cleo. Vour Cæſar's father 
Oft, when he hath mus'd of taking kingdoms in, 
Beſtow'd his lips on that unworthy As 
As it rain'd killes. 


Beauty ANTONY and EXOBARBUS, 


„„ Favours, by Jove that thunders !— 
| What art thou, fellow? | 
n One, that but performs 
The bidding of the fulleſt man, and worthieſt 
Jo have command obey” d. | 

Eno. 5 Vou uill be dw d. OT | 
Ant. Approach, there: Ay, you kite !—Now gods and ny 
e | 
Authority melts from me: of late, when 1 cry'd, bo! 
Like boys unto a muſs, kings would ſtart forth, 
And cry, Your will ? Have you no ears? Iam © 
1 „ | Enter 
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Enter Attendants. 
Antony yet. Take hence this Jack, and whip him. 
Eno. Tis better playing with a lion's whelp, | 


Than with an old one dying. 


” Moon and ſtars! 
Whip him:—Were't twenty of the greateſt tributaries 
That do acknowledge Cæſar, ſhould I find them 
So ſaucy with the hand of the here, (What's her name, 
Since ſhe was Cleopatra?) Whip him, fellows, _ 
Till, like a boy, you ſee him cringe his face, 


And whine aloud for ne Take him hence. | 


Thyr. Mark Antony, 


„ Tug him away: being whipp a, | 
Bring him again This Jack of Cæſar s ſhall | 


Bear us an errand to him.— 


¶ Exeunt Att. æbith THYREUS. 


Yau were half blaſted ere I knew you :—Ha ! 


Have I my pillow left unpreſs'd in Rome, 


Forborne the getting of a lawful race, 
And by a gem of women, to be abus' _ 


By one that looks on feeders ? 


nn EI a Good my 7 lord, — 
Ant. You have been a boggler ever :— 
But when we in our viciouſneſs grow hard, 


(O miſery on't !) the wiſe gods ſeel our eyes; 
In our own filth drop our clear judgements; make us 
Adore our errors; laugh at us, while we ſtrut 

To our confubed.. 


%% come to this? 
Ant. I found you as a morſel, cold upon 


Dead Cæſar's trencher : nay, you were a fragment 


of Cneius E Sz beſides what hotter hours, | 


* 1 Unregitterd 


5 e x > Rs * 428 
. D ; 8 1 r 
4 ELL L 2 5 38 F Xa i 8 : bs 
* . K e 2 - 
Eo ed Gt IE IN ESE 8 
rn. e e 3 N 
* 9 A 4 d. 4 


CJ „ LAT oO 
ccc ß OI Eo UNC ES; FA vx 


4a IT, —ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA, 79 


Unregiſter'd 3 in vulgar fame, you have 
Luxuriouſly pick'd. out: For, I am ſure, 


Though you can gueſs what TEENS ſhould be, 


You know not what it is. 
G. | Wherefore is this ? 
Ant. To let a fellow that will take rewards, 


And ſay, God quit you] be familiar witn 
My playfellow, your hand; this kingly ſeal, 
And plighter of high kauris , that I were 


Upon the hill of Baſan, to outroar 


The horned herd! for I have ſavage cauſe ; 


And to proclaim it civilly, were like 


9 A halter'd neck, which does the hangman thank 
For N yare about him.——ls he whipp'd? 


| Re-enter Attendants, with Turanvs; | 


3 Att. : my lord. 

Aa. 4 Cry'd he? and begg'd he pardon ? 

x Att, He did aſk favour. | 
Ant, If that thy father live, let him repent 


Thou waſt not made his daughter; and be thou ſorry 
To follow Cæſar in his triumph, fince _ 
Thou haſt been whipp'd for following him: henceforth, 


The white hand of a lady fever thee, 
Shake thou to look on t. Get thee back to Cæſar, 
Tell him thy entertainment: Look, thou ſay, 


He makes me angry with him : for he ſeeme 
Proud and diſdainful; harping on what Jam, 
Not what he knew I was : He makes me angry 
And at this time moſt eaſy tis to do't; | 
When my good ſtars, that were my former guides, 
Have empty left their orbs, and ſhot their fires _ 
Into the abiſm of hell. If he miſlike 


I 


0 
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My wpesch. and what is done; tell him, he has 
Hipparchus, my eofnivihis's bondiman, whom 
He may at pleaſure whip, or hang, or torture, 
As he ſhall like, to quit me: Urge it thou- 


Hence with thy ſtripes, begone. [Exit THX REUS. 
Cleo. Have you done yet ? 
Ant. eee our terrene moon 


Is now tipo; and it portends one - 
The fall of Antony! 5 

. Il mu fa his time. 

Ant. To flatter Cæſar, would you 8 8 eyes 
With one that ties his points? 


„„ <= 6 Wat know me wy" ? 
Ant. Cold- hearted toward 8 
— 155 erg f Ah,, dear, if I be ſo, 


From my cold heart let heaven engender hail, 
And poiſon it in the ſource ; and the firſt ſtone 
Drop in my neck : as it . 8 
Diſſolve my life ! The next Cæſarion mite! 
Till, by degrees, the memory of my womb, 
Together with my brave Egyptians all, 
By the diſcandying of this pelleted ſtorm, 

Lie graveleſs; till the flies and 2 of Nile 
Have buried them for prey! 
FE © I am fatisfied. 

Cæſar fits down in ly whe $95. 

I will oppoſe his fate. Our force by land 

Hath nobly held; our ſever'd navy too 

Have knit again, and fleet, threat'ning moſt ſea· like. 


Where haſt thou been, my heart ?—Doſt thou hear, my | 


If from the field I ſhall return once more 
To kiſs theſe lips, I will appear in blood 
I and my ſword will earn our Shroniclez/ 
There 1s hope | in it Fats 


Cleo. 


N 2 Ay * 
K * 
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I'll make death love me; for I will contend 
Even with his peſtilent ſeythe. 


Mn, r . TTL, LSE: ( BE Go Pas, - PR >", 
5 e 2222;ͤÜ˙⁸¹—9—BÆ¹lßif OBS, N 3 
8 * , 
N of e 


Ad 111. ANTON T AND CLEOPATRA, 81 


Co. That's my biave lord! 
Ant. I will be treble-ſinew'd, hearted, breath'd, 
And fight maliciouſly : for when mine hours 
Were nice and lucky, men did ranſom lives 
Of me for jeſts; but now, I'll ſet my teeth, 
And ſend to darkneſs all that ſtop me. Come, 
Let's have one other gaudy night: call to me 
All my ſad captains, fill our bowls; once more 


Let's mock the midnight bell. 


Cleo. e It is my birth-day: 
I had thought, to have held it poor; but, ſince my lord 
Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra, 

Aut. We'll yet do well. 

Cleo. Call all his noble captains to my lord. 

Ant. Do ſo, we'll ſpeak to them; and to-night III force 
The wine peep through their eme on, my queen; 
There's ſap in't yet. The next time I do fight, 


* 


[Exeunt Ax rox x, CLEOPATRA, and Attendants. 
Eno. Now he'll out- ſtare the lightning. To be furious, 
Is, to be frighted out of fear: and in that mood, 
The dove will peck the eſtridge; and I ſee ſtill, 
A diminution in our captain's brain 
Reſtores his heart: When valour preys on mike, 


It eats the ſword it fights with, I will ſeek © 
E | [Exit 


G Ar 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 


EY 


Cæſar's Camp at Alexandria. 
- Enter Cases, reading a letter; Acura, MECENAS» 
| and Others, 


| Caf. He calls me boy; and 1 as he had power 
To beat me out of Egypt: my meſſenger 


He hath whipp'd with rods; dares me to perſonal combat, 


 Cxzlar to Antony: Let the old ruffian know, 

I have many other ways to die; mean , 
Laugh at his challenge. 

Mec. Cæſar muſt think” | 
When one ſo great begins to rage, he's hunted: 
Even to falling. Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his diſtraction: Never anger 
Made good WOE itſelf, 

Caf. I et our beſt heads 
Know, that to-morrow the laſt of many battles 
We mean to fight: — Within our files there are 
Of thoſe that ſervd Mark Antony but late, 
Enough to fetch him in. See it be done; 
And feaſt the army: we have ſtore to do't, 
And they have earn d the waſte. Poor r 


[Exeunt: 
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| SCENE II. 
Alexandria. 4 Room i in the Palace, 


Enter Au ronv, Cron ENOBARBUS, CHARMIAN, 
Iaas, ALEXAS, and Others, 


Ant, He will not fight pith me, Domitius. | 
Eid, | No. 
Ant, Why ſhould he not ? | 
Eno. He thinks, being twenty times of better fortune, 
He is twenty men to one. | 
5 8 To- morrow, ſoldier, 
By ſea and land I'll fight: or I will live, 
Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 
Shall make it live again. Woo't thou fight well? 
Eno. I'II ſtrike ; and cry, Take all, 
. e eee come on.— 
Call forth my houſehold ſervants ; ; let's to- night 


Enter Servants, 


Be bounteous at our meal.—Give me thy hand, 
Thou haſt been rightly honeſt ;—ſo haſt thou; 
And thou,—and thou,—and 1 thou :—you have farv'd me | 
1 well, | | 
15 And kings have been your fellows. Sib pra} 
„ | What means this? 
Eno. 'Tis one of thoſe odd tricks, which ſorrow ſhoots 
. | | L400 wes 

| Out of hs wi | | 
. And Wen art han too. 
1 wiſh, I I could be made ſo many men; | 
G2 And 
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Ad all of you clapp'd up together in 
An Antony; that I might do you ſervice, 5 
So good as you have done. 
Ser. The gods forbid ! 
Ant. Well, my good fellows, wait on me to- night : : 
Scant not my cups z and make as much of me, 
As when mine empire was your tellow too, 
And ſuffer” d my command. 


. What does he mean ? 
Eno. To make his followers weep. 
. | Tend me e to-night ; z 


May be, it is the period of your duty: 
HFHaply, you ſhall not ſee me more; or if, 
A mangled ſhadow: perchance, to-morrow 
You'll ſerve another maſter. I look on you, 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honeſt friends, 
I turn you not away; but, like a maſter 
Married to your good ſervice, ſtay till death: 
Tend me to-night two hours, I aſk no more, 
And the gods Nene you for't ! 
__- What mean you, ür, 
To give them this diſcomfort? Look, they weep; 
And I, an aſs, am onion- ey d; for ſhame, 
by + ransform \ us not to women. 
Ant. „ Wo, hog ho! 
Now the witch take me, if I meant it thus! | | 
Grace grow where thoſe drops fall! My hearty friends 
You take me in too dolorous a ſenſe : 
I ſpake to you for your comfort : did defire you 
To burn this night with torches : Know, my hearts, 
I hope well of to-morrow ; and will lead you, 
Where rather I'll expect vidoglous life, | 
Than death and honour. Let's to ſupper come, 


And drown conſideration. |  [Exeunt, 
| SCENE 


- 1 * \ . 
SID Bet, . ͤ A rn 
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SCENE III. 
7 he ſame. more the Palace. 
Enter tavo Soldiers, to their guard. 


1 Sold. Brother, good night: to-morrow is the day. 
2 Sold, It will determine one way: fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing ſtrange about the ftreets ? 


1 Sold. Nothing : What news ? 1 

A | Belike, tis but : a rumour: 
Good night to you. | 

1 Sold, Well, fir, ood night, 


: Enter two other Soldier 8. 


4 | Soldiers, 5 
Have careful watch, 
3 Sold. And you: Good OY good night. 


[The firſt two place themſelves at their poſis. 
4 Sold. Here we: [They take their 5 ] and — to- mor- 
row 


Our navy thrive, I have an abſolute hope 
Our landmen will ſtand up. 


3 SC. | Tis a brave army, 

And full of purpoſe, [Muſick of hauthoys under the lake. 
4+ Sold; - Peace, what noiſe ? 
x3 $0; „ T8, If! 


2 Sold, Hark! 

1 Sold. Muſick | i the air. | 

3 Sold. | 19 Under the ch _ 

A It ſigns w 
Does't it not? | 
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3 Sold. No „ 


1 Sold. Peace, I ſay. What ould this mean? 


2 Sold. *Tis the god Hercules, whom e lov'd, 
Nou leaves him. 


1 Sold. Walk; let? s ſee if other watchmen 
Do hear what we do. [They advance to another tofte 
. How e maſters ? 
Sold. | | How now? 
How now ? do you hear this ? [Several ſpeaking together. 
„„ Ay; Is't not ſtrange ? 


3 Sold. Do you hear, maſters? do you hear? 
1 Sold. Follow the noiſe ſo far as we have hoods, LE: 
Let's ſee how't will give off. 
Sold. e Jpeaking. ] Content: Tis ſean; ge. 
I[Exeunt. 


scENE IV. 
The ſame. A Room in the Palace. 


Enter AnTONY, and CLEOPATRA; CHARMIAN, and 
55 Others, attending, 


Ant. Eros! mine armour, Eros ! | 
Cleo. | ___Ceepalittle. 


Ant. No, my chuck. Eros, come; mine armour, Eros! 


Enter ERos, with armour. 


Come, my good fellow, put thine 1 iron on — 
If fortune be not ours to- day, it is 
Becauſe we brave her. - Come. 

C. 7 mays PF 11 —_ too. 
What” s this for 


Ant. 
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Ant. Ab, let be, let be! thou art 

The armourer of my heart :—Palſe, falſe; this, this. 
Cleo. Sooth, la, I'Il help: Tas it mult be. 
Ant. Well, well ; 


Me ſhall thrive now —Seeſt thou, my good fellow ? 
Go, put on thy defences. 


ares. Briefly, fir. 
Cleo. Is not this buckled well 5 
Ant. 8 Rarely, rarely : 


He that unbuckles this, till we do pleaſe 
To doff t for our repoſe, ſhall hear a ftorm,— 
Thou fumbleſt, Eros ; and my queen's a ſquire 


More tight at this, than thou: Deſpatch.—O love, 


That thou could'ſt ſee my wars to-day, and knew'ſt 
The royal GCOupation 4 thou bay ſee 


| "Hates an Officer, armed. 


A eas 1 in't. 4 * morrow to thee; elites ; : 


Thou look'ſt like him that knows a warlike charge : 2 
To buſineſs that we love, we riſe bers, 


And go to it with delight. 


1 Of. . thouſand, ſir, 
Early though it be, have on their riveted trim, 


And at the port expect you. [Shout, Trumpets ; flouriſh. 


Euter ot other Officers, and Soldiers. | 


2 OF. The morn is fair. Good morrow, general. 
All. Good morrow, general. 
V | Tis well blown, Y | 
This morning, like the ſpirit of a youth 
That means to be of note, begins betimes.— 


So, ſo; come, give me that: this way; well ſaid. 


8 4 Fare 
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Fare thee well, dame, whate'er becomes of me: 


This is a ſoldier's kiſs : rebukable, _ [Kiffes her. 


And worthy ſhameful check it were, to ſtand 
On more mechanick compliment; I'll leave thee 
Nov, like a man of fteel.—You, that will fight, 
Follow me cloſe ; I'll bring you to't.—Adieu. 
85 [Exeunt ANT. Eros, Officers, and Soldiers. 
Char, Pleaſe you, retire to your chamber? 
Gs | Lead me. 
| He goes forth 1 That he and Colir nught 
Determine this great war in ſingle fight! 


Then, Antony,—But now,—Well, n. [Exeunt. 


SCENE v. 


Antony 8 Camp 1 near Alexandri: . 


T7 rumpets ſound. Enter AnTony and EROSͤHJ] 4 Soldier 
„ meeting them. | 


Sli. The gods 5 this a happy * to Antony! 
Aut. Would, thou and thoſe oy ſcars had once pre- 
..-- vail'd | 
To make me fight at land! PE 
Sold, | „„ thou done fo, 
The kings that have revolted, and the ſoldier 
That has this morning left — would have fall 
Follow'd thy heels. | 
Ant. Who's gone this morning ? | | 
FO TI TG oe pn, © 
One eyer near thee: Call for Enobarbus, 1 
Hle ſhall not hear thee; or from Cæſar's camp 
Say, I am none of thine, _ 
Ant. 1 5 What 7 thou 5 3 
- Solid. 
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Plant thoſe that have revolted in the . 


Act iv. AN TONY AND CLEOPATRA., 
Sold. | Sir, 
He is with Cæſar. F 
Eros. HGir, his cheſts and treaſure 
He has not with him. 
Ant. Is he gone? 
Sold. „ 8 Moſt certain. 


Ant. Go, Eros, ſend his treaſure after; do it; 
Detain no jot, I charge thee : write to him 
(I will ſubſeribe) gentle adieus, and greetings : 
Say, that I wiſh he never find more cauſe | 
To change a maſter, =O, my fortunes have 
Corrupted honeſt men :—Eros, deſpatch. _ [Exeunt, 


SCENE VI. 
Cæſar's A before Alexandria. | 


Flouriſh. Enter Cxran, with AG RIPPA, EXOBARBUS, 
and Others. Rn 


Cæſ. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight: 


Our will is, Antony be took alive; ; 


Make it ſo known. | ; 
Agr. Cæſar, I ſhall. [Exit Ac Kira. | 
Cæſ. The time of univerſal peace is near: 
Prove this a proſperous day, the three- nook'd world 
Shall bear the olive freely. | 


| Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſ. 5 Antony 


| Is come into the field. 


Cal. Go, charge 1 


Phat 
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That Antony may ſeem to ſpend his fury 
Upon himſelf.  [Exeunt CESAR and his Train. 
Eno. Alexas did revolt; and went to Jewry, = 
On affairs of Antony; thers aid perſuade | 3 


Great Herod to incline himſelf to Cæſar, 

And leave his maſter Antony: for this pains, 
Cæſar hath hang'd him. Canidius, and the reſt 
That fell away, bave entertainment, but 

No honourable truſt. I have done ill; 

Of which I do accuſe mytclf ſo forely, 

That I will i5y no more. 


Enter a Soldier of CAESAR'S. 


Sold. | | ö ' Enobarbus, Antony 
Hath after thee ſent all thy treaſure, with 


His bounty overplus: The meſſenger 
Came on my guard]; and at thy t tent is now, 
Unloading of his mules. 

Eno. 1 give it you. „ 

Sl.. Mock me not, Enobarbus. 
J tell you true: Beſt that you ſaf'd the bringer 
Out of the hoſt; I muſt attend mine office, 
Or would have done't myſelf. Your emperor 


Continues ſtill a Jove. | Il [Exit Soldier. 
Eno. J am alone the villain of the earth, 
And feel I am ſo moſt. O Antony, 5 


Thou mine of bounty, how would'ſt thou have paid 

My better ſervice, when my turpitude | 

Thou doſt ſo crown with gold! This blows my heart: 

If ſwift thought break it not, a ſwifter mean | 

Shall outſtrike thought: but thought will do't, I feel 6: 
I fight gu thee No ; I will go ſeek _ 


Some 
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some ditch, wherein to die; the foul'ſt beſt fits 
My latter part of life. N [Exit. 
SCENE VII. 


Field of Battle between the Camps. 


Alarum, Drums and Trumpets. Enter Ac kli A, and 
. Others. 0 | 
Agr. Retire, we have engag*d ourſelves too far : 
Czſar himſelf has work, and our oppreſſion : 
Exceeds what we expected. _— 


Alarum. Enter ANTONY and Sc ARUS, wyunded, 


Scar. O my brave emperor, this is fought indeed ! 'E 
Had we done ſo at firſt, we had driven them home | 


With clouts about their heads. 


a: Thou bleed'ſt a apace. 5 
Scar. I had a wound here that was like a T's 


But now *'tis made an H. 


Aut. They do retire. 
Scar. We'll beat em into bench- holes; I have yet 


Room for ſix ſcotches more. 


Euter ERO 8. 


- 


Eros. They are dada ſir; and our advantage ſerves 
For a fair victory. 
Scar. Let us ſcore their backs, | 
And ſnatch *em up, as we take hares, behind; 
Tis ſport to maul a runner. 
- Auth | I will reward thee ; 
T7 9 | | Once 
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Gude for thy ſpritely comfort, and ten- fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 


Ker. | I'll halt after. [Exeunt, 


SCENE VIIT. 
Under the Walls of Alexandria. 


Alarum. Enter ANTONY, marching z SCARUS, and 
Forces. | 


Ant. We have beat him to his camp : Run one before, 
And let the queen know of our gueſts, To- morrow, 
Before the ſun ſhall ſee us, we'll ſpill the blood 
That has to-day eſcap'd. I thank you all; 

For doughty-handed are you; and have fought 

Not as you ſerv'd the cauſe, but as it had been 

Each man's like mine ; you have ſhown all Hectors. 

Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends, 

Tell them your feats; whilſt they with joyful tears [= 

Waſh the congealment from your wounds, and kiſs HE 

The honour a gaſhes whole. Give me oy hand ; | | 
| | [To SCARUS. 


Enter CL EOPTRA), attended, 


To this 3 fairy rl commend thy as, 

Make her thanks bleſs thee.—O thou day o' the world, 
Chain mine arm'd neck ; leap thou, attire and all, x 
Through proof of barks to my heart, and there 
Ride on the pants triümphing. 

Cleo. Lord of lords ! 
O infinite virtue! com'ſt thou ſmiling from 
The world's great ſnare uncaught ? 2 
| | ; | n., 
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Ant. | | My nightingale, 
MWe have beat them to their beds. What, pat? though 
| grey 
Do ſomething mingle with our brown; yet have we 
A brain that nouriſhes our nerves, and can 
Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man; 
. Commend unto his lips thy favouring hand ;— 
Kiſs it, my warrior :—He hath fought to-day, 
Asifa god, in hate of mankind, had 
Deſtroy'd in ſuch a x ſhape. | 
oy | I᷑II give thee, friend, 
An armour all of gold; it was a king's. 
Ant. He has deſerv'd it, were it carbuncled 

Like holy Phœbus' car.—Give me thy hand ;— 
Through Alexandria make a jolly march; 
Bear our hack'd targets like the men that owe them : : 
Had our great palace the capacity | 
To camp this hoſt, we all would ſup together; 
And drink carouſes to the next day's fate, 
Which promiſes royal peril. —Trumpeters, 
With brazen din blaſt you the city's ear; 
Make mingle with our rattling tabourines ; ; 

That heaven and earth may ftrike their ſounds together, 
Applauding our approach. i | [I [Exeunt, 


SCENE IX. 
Cæſar's Camp. 
Sentinels on their poſt. Enter ENOBARBUS, 


1 Sold. If we be not reliey'd within this hour, 
We muſt return to the court of guard: The night 
| „ Is 
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Is ſhiny; 8 they ſay, we ſhall embattle 


By the ſecond hour i' the morn. 
2 Sold. This laſt day was 

A ſhrewd one to us. 5 
.. O, bear me witneſs, night,— 
3 Sold. What man is this? 
2 Fold. | Stand WY wid liſt to him. 
Eno. Be witneſs to me, O thou bleſſed moon, 

When men revolted ſhall upon record 


Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did 


Before thy face repent !— Os 

1 Sold. | Lrobarkis! 

3 Sold. 5 Peace; 
Hark further. | 

Eno. O ſovereign miſtreſs of true melancholy, 


The poiſonous damp of night diſpunge upon me; 


That life, a very rebel to my will, 


May hang no longer on me: Throw my heart 


Againſt the flint and hardneſs of my fault; 
Which, being dried with grief, will break to powers. 
And finiſh all foul thoughts. O Antony, 


 Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 


Forgive me in thine own particular; 

But let the world rank me in regiſter 

A maſter-leaver, and a fugitive : Ee 

O Antony! O Antony ! "Dies, 
2 Sold. Let' 8 ſpeak | 


To him. 


1 Sold. Let's hear him, for the things he ſpeaks 


May concern Cæſar. 


3 Sold. Let's do ſo. But he ſleeps. 
1 Sold. Swoons rather; for ſo bad a Prayer as his 


Was never yet tor ſleeping. 


2 Sold. Go we to him. 1 
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3 Sold. Awake, awake, ſir ; ſpeak to us. 


2 Sold. Hear you, fir ? 
x Sold. The hand of death hath raught him. Hark, the 
drums | [Drums afar off. 1 


Demurely wake the ſleepers. Let us bear him 
Jo the court of guard; he is of note; our hour 
Is fully out. | 
3 Sold. Come on then; . 5 | 
He may recover yet. _ [Exeunt with the body. 


SCENE X. 
| Betaveen the txvo Camps. 
Enter ANTONY and Sc aus, with Forces, marching. 


Ant, Their preparation 1s to-day by ſea; ; 

We pleaſe them not by land. _ 

Star. For both, my lord. 

Ant. I would, they'd fight i' the fire, or in the air; 
We'd fight there too. But this it is; Our foot _ 
Upon the hills adjoining to the city, | 
Shall ſtay with us: order for ſea is given; 

They have put forth the haven: Further on, 
Where their appointment we may beit diſcover, 7 
And look on their Endeavour. 5 | [Exeunt, 


Enter c SAR, and his Forces, marching, 


Cæſ. But being charg'd, we will be ftill by land, 
Which, as I take't, we ſhall ; for his beſt force 
Is forth to man his gallies. To the vales, | 
And hold our belt advantage. V [ Exeunt. 


| Re-enter 
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Re-enter ANTONY and SC ARUS. 


Aut. vet they're not join d: Where yonder pine does 
ſtand 
I ſhall diſcover all: I'II bring thee word 


Straight, how tis like to go. Es 


Scar. | | Swallows have built 


In Cleopatra's ſails their neſts : the augurers 
Say, they know not—they cannot tell ;—look grimly, 


And dare not ſpeak their knowledge, Antony 
Is valiant, and dejected; and, by ſtarts, 


His fretted fortunes give him hope, and FR 
8 what he has, and has not, 


1 afar off, e as at a 2 fight. 
Re enter ANnTony. 


Ant, , loſt ; ; 
This foul 1 hath betrayed me: 
My fleet hath yielded to the foe; and yonder 


They caſt their caps up, and n together 
Like friends long loſt —Triple- turn'd whore! tis thou 


Haſt ſold me to this novice; and my heart 


15 Makes only wars on . them all fly; 
For when I am reveng'd upon my charm, 


1 have done all: — Bid them all a be gone. | 
[Exit SCAR US. 


0 ſun, thy upriſe ſhall I ſee no more : 'P 


Fortune and Antony part here; even here 

Do we ſhake hands. — All come to this The hearts 
That ſpaniel'd me at heels, to whom I gave 

Their i ONS; do diſcandy, melt their tueets 


FP 
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on bloſſoming caſar; and this pine is bark'd, 
That overtopp'd them all. Betray'd I am: 


O this falſe ſoul of Egypt! this grave charm,— 


Whoſe eye beck'd forth my wars, and call'd them . ; 
Whoſe boſom was my crownet, my chief end, 

Like a right gipſy, hath, at faſt and looſe, 

Beguil'd me to the very heart of loſs. — 


What, ä Eros! 
Euter © LEOPAT RA. 


Ah, thou {pell! Avaunt. 
Cleo. why! is my lord enrag d againſt his love? 
Ant. Vaniſh; or I ſhall give thee thy deſerving, 


And blemiſn Cæſir s triumph. Let him take thee, 


And hoitt thee up to the ſhouting Plebeians : 


Follow his chariot, like the greateſt ſpot 


Of all thy ſex z moſt monſter-like, be ſhown 


For poor'ſt diminutives, to dolts ; and let 
Patient Octavia plough thy viſage up | i 
With her prepared nails. [Exit CI Ro.] Tis well thou” rt 


gone, 


If it be well to live: But better 'twere 


Thou fell'ſt into my fury, for one death 


Might have prevented many.—Eros, ho !— 

The ſhirt of Neſſus is upon me: Teach me, 

Alcides, thou mine anceſtor, thy rage: 

Let me lodge Lichas on the horns o' the moon; | 
And with thoſe hands, that graſp'd the heavieſt club, 55 
Subdue my worthieſt ſelf, The witch ſhall die; 

To the Roman boy ſhe hath ſold me, and I fall 7 

nder this plot: ſhe dies for't.— Eros, ho! [Exit ; 


H Sc.. 
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SCENE Xf. 
Alexandria; A Room in the Palace: | 


Kine crrorarxa, Fan Inas, aud MARDIAN« 


Cleve. Help me, my women ! O, he is more mad 
Than Telamon for his ſhield ; the boar of 1 
Was never ſo emboſs'd. | 

Char. 9 To the monument; 

There lock yourſelf, and ſend him word you are dead. 
The ſoul and body rive not more in parting, 
Than greatneſs going off. | 
e To the monument — b 
Mardian, go tell him I have ſlain myſelf; | 3 
Say, that the laſt T ſpoke was, Antony, | 
And word it, pr'ythee, piteouſſy: Hence, S 
| | Mlardian; and bring me how he takes my death.— FE; 
To the monument. | OC OW [ Excunt, & 


SA 


SCENE XII. 
The Jam. Another Room. 4 
Enler ANnTONY and Eros. 


| Ant. Eres; thou 1 behold' ſt me? | 
Eros. | Ay, noble lot, | 
Ant. Sometime, we ſee a cloud that's dragoniſh; 5 
A vapour, ſometime, like a bear, or lion, 
A tower'd citadel, a pendant rock, 
A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
| With trees upon't, that nod unto the world, „ 
And 


And mock our eyes with air : Thou haſt ſeen theſe bus; ; 


They are black veſper's pageants. 

Eros. Ay, my lord, 

Ant. That, which is now a horſe, even with a Ranges 
The rack diſlimns; and makes it indiſtinct, 4 
As water is in water. | 

,, | It does, my lord. 

Ant. My good knave, Eros, now thy captain 1: 18 

Even ſuch a body: here I am Antony; 

Yet cannot hold this viſible ſhape, my knave. 

I made theſe wars for Egypt; and the queen, — 
Whoſe heart, I thought, I had, for ſhe had mine; 
Which, whilſt it was mine, had annex'd unto't 


A million more, now loſt,—ſhe, Eros, has : 
Pack'd cards with Cæſar, and falſe Pay d my glory 
Unto an enemy's triumph.— — 


Nay, weep not, gentle Eros; there i is left us 
Ourlelves to end ourſelves.—O, thy vile lady ! 


Enter MARDIAN, 


She has robb'd me of my ford; 


Mar. | i 88 | 


My miſtreſs lov'd thee, and her fortunes mingled 
With thine entirely, 


Ant. Hence, ſaucy eunuch ; peace; 


She hath betray'd me, and ſhall die the death. 


Mar. Death of one perſon can be paid but once; 


And that ſhe has diſcharg'd: What thou would” & do, 
Is done unto thy hand; the laſt ſhe ſpake | 
Was, Antony! moſt hoble Antony |! 


Then in the midſt a tearing groan did we - | 
The name of Ay it was divided 
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Between her heart and lips: ſhe render'd life, 
Thy name ſo buried in her. | 
Ant. 1 Dead then? 

Mar. pf, Dead. 

Ant. Eros, unarm the long day's taſk is done, 
And we mutt fleep : hat thou depart'ſt hence ſafe, 
Does pay thy labour e en pluck off ;— 

| [Exit MANDIAN. 
The ſeven-fold mield of Alon cannot key 
The battery from my heart. O, cleave, my ſides! 
Heart, once be ſtronger than thy continent, 
Crack thy frail caſe !—Apace, Eros, apace.— 
No more a ſoldier :—Bruiſed pieces, go; 
You have been _ TION me a while.— 
| [Exit EROs. 
1 will o'ertake thee, 8 and 
Weep for my pardon. $0 it muſt be, for now 
All length is torture: — Since the torch is out, 
Lie down, and ſtray no further: Now all labour 
Marrs what it does; yea, very force entangles 
Itſelf with ſtrength : Seal then, and all is done.— 
Eros !—I come, my queen: — Eros !—Stay for me: 
Where ſouls do couch on flowers, we'll hand in hand, 
And with our ſpritely port make the ghoſts gaze: 
Dido and hey ZEneas ſhall want troops, | 
And all the haunt be ours.—Come, Eros, Eros! 


| Re-enter Eros. 5 


Eros. What would my lord ? = ip 
bY or Since Cleopatra died, 
I have liv'd in ſuch diſhonour, that the gods _ 
' Deteſt my baſeneſs. I, that with my ſword 
; Quarter'd the world, and o'er green N eptune' 3 back 


Wit 
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With ſhips made cities, condemn myſelf, to lack 

The courage of a woman; leſs noble ming 

Than ſhe, which, by her death, our Cæſar tells, 

T am conqueror of myſelf, Thou art ſworn, Eros, 

That when the exigent ſhould come, (which now 

Is come, indeed,) when I ſhould ſee behind me 

The inevitable proſecution of | 

| Difgrace and horror, that, on my command. 

Thou then would'it kill me; do't ; the time is come: 

Thou ſtrik'ſt not me, *tis Cehr thou defeat ſt. 

Put colour in thy cheek. 

Eros. „Ahe gods 1 14 mol ; 
Shall I do that, which all the Parthian darts, _ 

Though enemy; loſt aim, and could not ? 

'. "00K; © Eros, 
Would't thou be window'd in great Rome, and ſee 
Thy maſter thus with pleach'd arms, bending down | 

His corrigible neck, his face ſubdued PE. 

To penetrative ſhame ; whilſt the wheel'd ſeat 

Of fortunate Cæſar, drawn before him, . 

His haſeneſs that enſued? 1 

.. 8 I would not ſee” t. ; 
Ant. Come then; ; for with a wound I muſt be cur'd, 

Draw that thy honeſt ſword, which thou haſt worn _ 

Moſt uſeful for thy country. 
"Bree. ff . O, ſir, . me. 
Ant. When I did make thee free, ſwor'ſt thou not eben 

To do this when I bade thee? Do it at once; | 
Or thy precedent ſervices are all | | 

But accidents unpurpos'd. Draw, and come. 

Eros, Turn from me then that noble countenance, | 
Wherein the worſhip of the whole world lies 
Ant. Lo thee. Ling ”e kin. 
Eros. My ſword is drawn. . | 

) “! | Au. 
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as. Then let it do at once 
T he thing why thou haſt drawn it. 
Eros. My dear erz 


My captain, and my Wat let me ſay, 

Before I ſtrike this bloody ſtroke, farewell. 
Ant. Tis ſaid, man ;—and farewell. 
Eros. Farewell, Seat chief. Shall I ſtrike now? 
Ant. | Now, Eros. 


Eros. Why, there ben :—[ Falls on 8 fword.] Thus 


I do eſcape the ſorrow 


of Antony's death, PO | ND [ Dies, 


_- Thrice nobler than myſelf! 
Thou teacheſt me, O valiant Eros, what 

I ſhould, and thou could'ſt not. My queen and Eros 

Have, by their brave inſtruction, got upon me 

A nobleneſs in record: But I will be 

A bridegroom in my death, and run into't 

As to a lover's bed. Come then; and, Eros, 

Thy maſter dies thy ſcholar ; to do thus 


[ Falling on his PD 


I learn'd of thee: How ! not yet dead ? not dead ?— 
| The guard ho !—O, defpatch me. | 


, "Mis Derc ETAS and Guard. 


T ::. os eo yy What's whe noiſe? 
Ant. I have done my wor ill, friends; O, make an 
5 | 
Of what 1 have begun. 2ͤ 

2 Guard. | The ftar is fallen 
I Guard, And time is at his period. 5 

. | Alas, wad woe! 

Ant. Let bim that loyes mes ſtrike me cad. 

| F Guarg, TY | Not I. 


2 Guard, 
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Come, your lord calls. 
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2 Guard, Nor I. | 

3 Guard. Nor any one. [ Exeunt Guard, 
Der. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers ly, _ 
This ſword but ſhown to Cæſar, with this tidings, 
Shall enter me * him, 


Enter Diougpss. 


Dio. Where” 8 Antony ? 


Der. There, Diomed, there, | 
B.... | „„ he? 
Wilt thou not anſwer, man ? [Exit 8 
Ant. Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy ſword, and 
give me 
Sufficing ſtrokes for „ 
„ VM oſt abſolute lord, 


| MF miſtreſs Cleopatra ſent me to thee, 


Ant. When did ſhe fend thee ? 


Dio. | Now, my led: 

Ant. | Where is ſhe? 

Dio. Lock d! in | her monument. She had a propheſying 
- ar 


Of what hath come to paſs : for when he . 

(Which never ſhall be found,) you did ſuſpect 

She had diſpos'd with Cæſar, and that your rage 
Would not be purg'd, ſhe ſent you word ſhe was dead; 
But fearing ſince how it might work, hath ſent 

Me to proclaim the truth; and I am cams; 


I dread, too late. 


Ant. Too late, good Diomed : ;—Call my cad; 1 pr'y- 
Apes 
Dio. What, ho! the emperor” s guard! | The guard, 
what, ho! CE or. 


: H 4+ i | Enter 
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Enter ſome of the Guard. 


Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra bides ; 
Tis the laſt ſervice that I ſhall command you. 
1 Guard. Woe are we, fir, you may not live to wear 
All your true followers out. | 
All. | MM Moſt heavy day! 
Ant. Nay, good my fellows, do not pleaſe ſharp fate 
To grace it with your ſorrows : bid that welcome 
Which comes to puniſh us, and we puniſh it 
Sceming to bear it lightly. Take me up: 
bave led you oft; carry me now, good friends, 
And have my thanks tor all. 
LExeunt, beari ing AnToN Y. 


SCENE x20 |} 


The ſame, A Monument, K+ 


Fuer above, CLEOPATRA, CHARMIAN, and IX AS. | 
Clo. O Charmian, I will never go from hence, F 
Char, Be comforted, dear madam. _ | S 
Ci No, I will not: E 
All range and terrible events are welcome, | Þ 
ut comforts we deſpiſe ; our ſize of forrow, = @_ —_ 
Proportion'd to our cauſe, muſt be as great = 
Enter DIOMEDES. | . 2 


As that which 1 it. How now ? is "R dend Z 
Dio. Nis death's __ bim, but not dead. 
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Look out o' the other ſide your monument, 
His guard have brought him thither. 


Enter ANTONY, borne by the Guard. 


Cleo, 7 O thou ſun, 


Burn the great ſphere thou mov'ſt in !—darkling ſtand 


The varying ſhore o' the world !—-O Antony! | 
Antony, Antony !—Charmian, help; help, Iras; 
Help, friends below; let's draw him hither. | 
aus: | 2 Peace: 2 
Not Cæſar's en hath o 'erthrown Antony, 
But Antony's hath triumph'd on itſelf, 

Cleo. So it ſhould be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony; but woe tis ſo! 

Ant. J am dying, Egypt, dying; only 
J here importune death a while, until 
Of many thouſand kiſſes the poor laſt 
I lay upon thy lips. _ 
„ Cleo. | I dare not, dear, 
(Dear my lord, pardon,) I dare not, 


Leſt I be taken: not the imperious ſhow 


Of the full-fortun'd Cæſar ever ſhall 


Be brooch'd with me; if knife, drugs, ſerpents, have 


Edge, ſting, or operation, I am ſafe : | 
Your wife Octavia, with her modeſt eyes, 


And ftill concluſion, ſhall acquire no honour 


Demuring upon me. — But come, come, Antony. — 
Help me, my women, — we muſt draw thee — 


Aſſiſt, good friends, 


Ant, No. O, quick, or I am gone. 5 
Cleo. Here's ſport, indeed How yy weighs my 
| lord! | 


Our ſtrength is all gone into N 


3 | af That 
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That makes the weight : Had I great Juno's power, 
The ſtrong-wing'd Mercury ſhould fetch thee up, 
And ſet thee by: Jove's fide. Yet come a little, — 
Wiſhers were ever fools ;—=O, come, come, come; 
| [They draw ANTONY up. 
And welcome, welcome ! die, where thou haſt liv'd; 
Quicken with kiſſing ; had my lips that Fours 
Thus would I wear them out. 
All. A heavy ſight! 
Ant. Tam dying, Egypt, dying: 
Give me ſome wine, and let me ſpeak a little. 
(beo. No, let me ſpeak; and let me rail ſo high, 
That the falſe houſewife Fortune break her wheel, 
Provok'd by my . 
, One wool, ſweet queen : : 
Of Cæſur ſeek your honqur, with your _— —0! | 
Cleo. They do not 80 together. 8 | 
Ant.. | Gentle, bear me: 
None about Cœſar truſt, but Proculeius. 
Cleo. My reſolution, and my 0 r 1 truſt ; 
None about Cæſar. 8 
Ant. The miſerable change n now at my end, 
Lament nor ſorrow at : but pleaſe your thoughts, 
In feeding them with thoſe my former fortunes 
Wherein I liv'd, the greateſt prince o' the world, 
The nobleſt: and do now not baſely die, 
Nor cowardly ; put off my helmet to 
My countryman, a Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquifh” d. Now, my ſpirit 1s going; „„ 
I can no more. | | [ Dies, 
Cleo. Nobleſt of men, woo't die? 
Haſt thou no care of me? ſhall I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy abſence is 
No better than a ſtye —0, ſee, my women, | 


„ | The 
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The crown o' the earth doth melt: My lord !— 


O, wither'd 1s the garland of the war, | 
The ſoldier's pole is fallen; young boys, and ide, 
Are level now with inen: the odds is gone, 

And there 1s nothing left remarkable. 


Beneath the viſiting moon, | [She faints, 
Char. O, quietneſs, lady! 

Iras. She is dead too, our ſovereign. 

Car. mw „„ Lady,. — 

Iras. | | Madam,— X 
Char. O maden, madam, madam! | 
Iras. | N Royal Egypt! 

Empreſs! 


Char. Peace, peace, Iras. 
Cleo. No more, but een a woman; and commanded 


By ſuch poor paſſion as the maid that milks, 


And does the meaneſt chares.— It were for me 

To throw my ſcepter at the injurious gods 

To tell them, that this world did equal theirs, 
Till they had ſtolen our jewel. All's but naught; 
Patience is ſottiſh ; and impatience does 

Become a dog that's mad ; Then is it ſin, 

To ruſh into the ſecret houſe of death, 


Ere death dare come to us? How do you, women ? 
What, what? good cheer! Why, how now, Charmian? 


My noble girls! — Ah, women, women! look, 
Our lamp is ſpent, it's out: — Good firs, take heart ;— 


| [To the guard below, 
We'll bury him: and then, what's brave, what's noble, 
Let's do it after the high Roman fathion, 

And make death proud to take us. Come, away: 

This caſe of that huge ſpirit now is cold. 


Ah, women, women ! come; we have no friend 


But reſolution, and the briefeſt end. 


Len, thoſe aue bearing * Axroxr's body. 
ACT | 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


1— 


Czefar's _ before Alexandria, | 


Enter san, Ab DOLABELLA, MEcanas, 
WALLY, PROCULEIUS, and Others. 


-. Gf Go to him, Dolabella, bid bim yield; 

Being ſo fruſtrate, tell him, he en us s by 

The pauſes that he makes. 
„%%% Cefar, 1 ſhall. 
th | EO [Exit DOLABELLA. 


Enter DERCETAS, abith the for- of Axro vr. 


Cel Wherefore i is that ; ; and what art t thou, that dari 

Appear thus to us? 
3 Tan call'd Dercetas 3 * 

Mark Antony I ſery* d, who beſt was worthy _ 
| Beſt to be ſerv'd; whilſt he ſtood up, and ſpoke, 
He was my maſter; and I wore my life, 
To ſpend upon his haters : If thou pleaſe 
To take me to thee, as F was to him 
Il be to Cæſar; if thou pleaſeſt not, 

I yield thee up my life, 
C 5.700 hat it thou gay? 

Der. I ſay, 0 Cæſar, Antony is dead. | 
Caſ. The breaking of ſo great a thing ſhould make 

A greater crack : The round world ſhould have ſhook | 
Lions into civil ſtreets, 
And Citizens to their dens ;—The death. of _ 467 
$ Is 
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Is not a 1150 doom; in the name lay 
A moiety of the world. 3 
— LTD He 1s dead, Cæſar; 3 
Not by a publick miniſter of juſtice, 
Nor by a hired knife; but that ſelf hand, 
Which writ his honour in the acts it did, 
 Hath, with the courage which the heart did lend it, | 
Splitted the heart.—This is his ſword, 
I robb'd his wound of it; behold it ſtain'd 
With his moſt noble blood. | 
_ Tool you ad, friends 4 
The gods rebiike me, but it is a tidings 
To waſh the eyes of kings. 
fon | And ſtrange it is, 
bat nature muſt compel us to lament 
Our moſt perſiſted deeds. 


55 His taints and Dondure 
Waged equal with him. N 
: More © A rarer ſpirit never 


Did ſteer humanity: but you, gods, will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Cæſar is touch'd. 
Miec. When ſuch a ſpacious mirror's ſet bet ore him, 

He needs muſt ſee himſelf, 

Caf. | -3; ci US Antony ! 

I have follow'd thee to this ; ee e we do lance 
Diſeaſes in our bodies: I muſt perforce | 
Have ſhown to thee ſuch a declining day, 
Or look on thine ; we could not ſtall together 
In the whole world: But yet let me lament, 
With tears as ſovereign as the blood of hearts, 
That thou, my brother, my competitor 

In top of all deſign, my mate in empire, 
Friend and companion in the front of war, 

The arm of mine own body, and the heart 


Where 
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Where mine his thoughts did Kindle,—that our ſtars, 
Unreconciliable, ſhould divide | 

Our equalneſs to this. Hear me, good friends,— 
But I will tell you at ſome meeter ſeaſon ; 


Euter a Meſſenger, 


The buſineſs of this man looks out of him, 

We'll hear him what he ſays.—Whence are you? 
Meſ. A poor Egyptian yet. The queen my miſtreſs, 

Confin'd in all ſhe has, her monument, 

Of thy intents defires inſtruction ; 

That ſhe preparedly may frame herſelf | 

To the way ſhe”: s forc'd to. 

Ce. | Bid her have good heart 3 

She ſoon ſhall know of us, by ſome of ours, TD, 

How honourable and how kindly we 

Determine for her: for Cæſar cannot live 

To be ungentle. 

Meſ. sds the gods preſerve thee! | [Exits | 
Cæſ. Come hither, Proculeius; Go, and fa, 

| We purpoſe her no ſhame : give her what comforts 

The quality of her paſſion ſhall require 

Leſt, in her greatneſs, by ſome mortal ſtroke 

She do defeat us : for her life in Rome 

Would be eternal in our triumph: Go, | 

And, with your ſpeedieſt, bring us what ſne . | 

And how you find of her, 

. De, I hall | 

[ Exit PROCULELUS, 

Gal 8 80 you along. — Where $ Dolabella, _ 

To ſecond Proculeius ? [Exit GaLLus. 
Agr. Mee. Dolabella! . | 
* Let him alone, for I remember now 0 
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| How he's employ'd ; he ſhall in time be ready. 


Go with me to my tent, where you ſhall ſee 


How hardly I was drawn into this war 
How calm and gentle I proceeded {till 


In all my writings: Go with me, and ſee 


What I can ſhow — [Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 
Alexandria, 4 Room in the Monument. 
Enter CR OPAT Ra, CHA RMIAN, and Ira 3. 


Cleo. My deſolation does begin to make 


A better life: Tis paltry to be Cæſar; 

Not being fortune, he's but fortune's knave, 

A miniſter of her will; And it is greet 

To do that thing that 55 all other deeds; 
Which ſhackles accidents, and bolts up change; 


Which ſleeps, and never palates more the dung, 


The og” s nurſe and Cæſar's. 


Enter, to the gates of the Monument, Proc ULEIUS, GaL- 


| ne and Soldiers. | 


Pro. Cæſar ande greeting to the queen of Egypt ; 1 
And bids thee ſtudy on what fair demands | 
Thou mean'ſt to have him grant thee, 


Cleo. [Within.} : _ Wat s thy name? 
Pro, My name 1s e | 
Cleo. [Within.] | Antony 


Did tell me of you, bade me truſt you; but 
I do not greatly care to be deceiv'd, 
That have no uſe for truſting. If your ak 


Would 
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Would his! a queen his beggar, you muſt tell him, 
That majeſty, to keep decorum, muſt | | 
No leſs beg than a kingdom: if he pleaſe 
To give me conquer*'d Egypt for my ſon, 
He gives me ſo much of mine own, as I 
Will kneel to him with thanks. 

. Pro, | Be of good ahve ; 
You are fallen into a princely hand, fear nothing: 

Make your full reference freely to my lord, 

Who s ſo full of grace, that it flows over 
On all that need: Let me report to him 

Vour ſweet dependancy; and you ſhall find 
A conqueror, that will pray in aid for ann. 
Where he for grace is kneel'd to. 

G. [Withrm. |. Pray you, tell * = 

I am his fortunes vaſſal, and I ſend him | 
The greatneſs he has got. I hourly learn 
A doctrine of obedience ; and would gladly 
Look him i' the face, 

N This I'll report, dear lady. 
Have comfort ; for, I know, your plight is pity 8 

Of him that caus'd it. | 

Gal. You ſee how eaſily ſhe may be ſurpriz d; 
Here PROCULEIUS, and two of the guard, aſcend the 


monument by a ladder placed againſt a window, and | 


hawing deſcended, come behind CLEOPATRA. Some 
of the guard unbar and open the gates. . 
Guard her till Cæſar come. 
I PROCULEIVUS and the guard. Exit GL us. 
Irat. Royal queen! 
Char. O Cleopatra! thou art a queen "I 
Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. [Drawing a dagger. 
Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold: 
| Een, and diſarmis ber. 
Do 
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Do not yourſelf ſach wrong, who are in this 
Reliev'd, but not betray'd. 


© . of death i too, 


That rids our dogs of languith ? 


8 | Cleopatra, 
Do not abuſe my maſter's bounty, by 
The undoing of yourſelf : let the world ſee 


_ His nobleneſs well acted, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 


V Where art 8 death? 


113 


Come hither, come! come, come, and take a en 
Worth many babes and beggars ! 3 


. „„ temperance, lady! 


Cleo. Sir, 1 will eat no meat, I'll not drink, fir; 


If idle talk will once be neceſſary, 
I'll not ſleep neither: This mortal houſe I'll ruin, 


Do Cæſar what he can. Know, fir, that 1 


Will not wait pinion'd at your maſter's court Y 


Nor once be chiſtis'd with the ſober eye 


Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoiſt me up, 


And ſhow me to the ſhouting varletry 

Of cenſuring Rome ? Rather a ditch in Egypt 
Be gentle grave to me! rather on Nilus' mud 
Lay me ſtark naked, and let the water - flies 


Blow me into abhorring ! rather make 


My country's high pyramides my gibbet, 


And hang me up in chains ! 


Pro. | ' You do extend 


Theſe thoughts of horror further than you ſhall 
Find cauſe in Cæſar. 


Enter 
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Enter DoLABELLA. 


Dol. Proculeius, 
What thou haſt done thy maſter Ceſar knows, 
And he hath ſent for thee : as for the queen, 
Il take her to my guard. 

_ So, Dolabella, 
It ſhall content me beſt : be gentle to her.— 
To Cæſar I will 8 what you ſhall pleaſe, 

RS. CLEOPATRA, 

If you'll employ me to him. 5 

. * Say, I would die. 

[Exeunt PROCULEIUS, and Soldiers. 

Dol. Moſt noble empreks, you have heard of me? 

Cleo. I cannot tell. 

"MEE Aſſuredly, you know me. 

Cleo. No matter, fir, what I have heard, or known. | 
You laugh, when boys, or women, tel their dreams 3 
Is't not your trick ? 

Dol. U underſtand not, madam. 

Cleo. I dream'd, there was an emperor Antony; — 
O, ſuch another ſleep, that I might ſee 

But ſuch another man ! 
. If it might 8 you. | 

Cleo. His face was as the heavens ; - and therein ſtuck 
A ſun, and moen; which kept their * and — 
Jhe little O, the ah. 

Dol. e ene creature 

Cleo. His legs beſtrid the ocean: his rear*d arm 
Creſted the world: his voice was propertied 
As all the tuned ſpheres, and that to friends; 
But when he meant to quail and ſhake the orb, 
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He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty, 

There was no winter in't; an autumn 'twas, 

That grew the more by reaping : His delights 

Were dolphin-like ; they ſhow'd his back above 

The element they liv" din: In his livery 

Walk'd crowns, and crownets ; realms and iſlands | were 


As plates dropp's from his pocket. 


Dol. dleopatra,.— 

Cleo. Think you, Wan was, or — 25 ſuch a man 
As this I dream'd of ? 

Dal. Gentle madam, no. 

Cleo. You lie, up to the hearing of the Os 
But, if there be, or ever were one ſuch, 5 


It's paſt the ſize of dreaming: Nature wants ſtuff 


To vie ftrange forms with fancy; yer, to imagine 
An Antony, were nature's piece gainſt fancys | 
Cy ſhadows quite. 

Dol. __ Hear me, good madam: 
Your loſs 3 18 as yourſelf, great ; and you bear it 


As anſwering to the weight: Would I might never 


O' ertake purſu'd ſucceſs, but I do feel, 
By the rebound of yours, a e that ſhoots 
My very heart at root, 
Cleo. 1. thank you, fir. 
Know you, what Cæſar means to do with me? 9 
Dol. J am loath to tell you what I would you knew, 
Cleo. Nay, pry you, fir, — | 


Dol. Though he be honourable, ; 
Cleo, He'll lead me then i in den . 
Dol. ; Madam, he win; 
I know it. | 


"ons, Make way there,—Cerfr. 
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Enter C SAR, GALLUS, PROCULEIUSs, MECANas, 
_ SELEVUCUs, and Attendants. 


Caf. Which is the queen 
Of Egypt? | 
Dol. Tie the emperor, madam. | 


Caſe. * Ariſe, 
You ſhall not kneel ;—— 
I pray you, riſe; riſe, Egypt. 
Cleo. | Sir, the gode 
Win have it thus; z my maſter and "ny lord 
I muſt obey. 
n Take to you no hard thoughts : W 
The record of what i injuries you did us, 
Though written in our fleſh, we ſhall remember 
As things but done by chance. 
„„ SS | Sole fir the world, 
J cannot project n mine own cauſe ſo well 
Jo make it clear; but do confeſs, I have 
Been laden with like frailties, which before 
Have often ſham'd our ſex, - 
Cæſ. 8 Cleopatra, know, 


Me will extenuate rather than enforce : _ 


I you apply yourſelf to our intents, 

(Which towards you are moſt gentle,) you ſhall find 
A benefit in this change; but if you ſeek 

To lay on me a cruelty, by taking 

Antony's courſe, you ſhall bereave yourſelf 

Of my good purpoſes, and put your children 
To that deſtruction which I'll guard them from, 

If thereon you rely, I'll take my leave. 


Cleo. And _; Wee all the world; "tis yours; and we 
Your 


[Crorarra kreels, . 
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Your *ſcutcheons, and your figns of conqueſt, ſhall 
Hang in what place you pleaſe, Here, my good lord, 


Cæſ. You ſhall adviſe me in all for Cleopatra. 
Cleo. This is the brief of money, plate, and je wels, 
J am poſleſs'd of: tis exactly valued; 

Not petty things admitted. —Where' 8 Seleucus * 

Sel. Here, madam. 

Cleo. This is my treaſurer ; let bim ſpeak, my lord, 
Upon his peril, that I have wer EE: | 


To myſelf nothing. — the truth, Seleucus, 


Fel. Madam, 


. I had rather ſeel my lips, than, to my peru. 
Speak that which is not. 


A What have I kept back 3 
Sel. Enough to purchaſe what you have made known, 
Cæſ. Nay, bluſh not, Cleopatra; 1 approve 


_ Your wiſdom in the deed, 


Cleo. 8 See, Ceſar! o, behold, 
How pomp is follow'd ! mine will now be yours 3 
And, ſhould we ſhift eſtates, yours would be mine. 


The ingratitude of this Seleucus does 
Even make me wild: — 0 ſlave, of no more truſt 


Than love that's hir'd !-— What, goeſt thou hack ? thou | 
"halt 
80 back, I warrant thee; but I'll catch thine eyes, 
Though they had wings: 1 foul- leſs vilan, dog! 
O rarely bale! | 
Czſ. Good queen, let us entreat you. 15 
Cleo. O Cæſar, what a wounding ſhame is this; 
That thou, vouchſafing here to viſit me, | 
Doing the honour of thy lordlineſs _ 
To one fo meek, that mine own ſervant ſhould 
Parcel the ſum of my diſgraces by | 


Addon * bis * Say, _”—_ Cæſar, _ 
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That I ſome lady trifles have reſerv'd, 
Immoment toys, things of ſuch dignity 
As we greet modern friends withal; and ſay, 
Some nobler token I have kept apart 
For Livia, and Octavia, to induce _ | 
Their mediation ; muſt I be unfolded ä 
With one that J have bred ? 'I'he gods! It ſmites me g 
- Beneath the fall I have, Pr” 'ythee, go hence; | 
[To SELEUCUS.. = 
Or I ſhall how the lads of my ſpirits 
Through the aſhes of my chance: Wert thou a man, 
Thou would'ſt have mercy on me. 
. | Forbear, Seleucus. 
8 | | [Fxit SELEUCUS. 
Cleo. Beit Kei that we, the greateſt, are misthought 
For things that others do ; and, when we fall, | 
We anſwer others' merits in our name, 
Are therefore | to be pitied. 
e . Cleopatra, 
Not what you have reſerv'd, nor what acknowleds'd, 
Put we i' the roll of conqueſt: ſtill be it yours, 
 Beſtow it at your pleaſure ; and believe, 
Ceæſar's no merchant, to make prize with you N 
Of things that merchants ſold. Therefore be cheer'd ; 
Make not your thoughts your priſons : no, dear queen 
For we intend ſo to diſpoſe you, ass | 
_ Yourſelf ſhall give us counſel. Feed, and deep: 
Our care and pity is ſo much upon you, 
7 hat we remain your friend; And ſo adieu. 
e My ., and my lord! 5 
Caf.” VNeõ t fo; Adieu. | 
1 Ho | [Exeunt Cs Ak, and his train. 
Coo. He words me, ile he words me, that I ſhould not 
Be noble to it. but hark thee, Charmian. = 
L; 1 Cuanmran. | 
Iras. | 
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"rar, Finiſh, good lady; the bright day 1 is done, 


And we are for the dark. 


Cleo. Hie thee again: 


I have ſpoke already, and it is provided; 


Go, put it to the haſte. 
Char, 2h Madam, I will. 


Re-enter DoLABELIA. i 


Dol. Where is the queen? 
Char. | Behold, ſir. 
5 CCG CHARMIAN, 
Cleo, 5 wy Dolabella? 
Dol. Madam, as thereto ſworn by your command, 
Which my love makes religion to obey, | 


£ 


I tell you this: Cæſar through Syria 


Intends his journey; and, within three days, 
You with your children will he ſend before : 
Make your beſt uſe of this: I have ee d 
Your pleaſure, and my promiſe. | 


Cleo. 3 | Dolabella, 
I ſhall remain your debtor. | 
Dol. | I your ſervant, | 


Adieu, good queen; I muſt attend on Czfar. 
Cleo. Farewell, and thanks. [Exit Dora. Now, Tras, 
| what think'ſt thou? | 

Thou , an Egyptian puppet, ſhalt be ſhown 

In Rome, as well as I: mechanick ſlaves 


With greaſy aprons, rules, and hammers, ſhall 


Uplift us to the view; in their thick breaths, 
Rank of groſs diet, ſhall we be enclouded, 

And forc'd to drink their vapour. 

„ - = "Phe 0 forbid 


Cleo. Nays tis moſt arten Trasz Saucy lien Ye Tas 
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Will catch at us, like ſtrumpets; and ſcald rhymers 
Ballad us out o' tune: the quick comedians 
Extemporally will ſtage us, and preſent 

Our Alexandrian revels; Antony 

Shall be brought drunken forth, and I mall ſee 
Some ſqueaking Cleopatra boy my * 


I' the poſture of a whore. 
Iras, | O the good gods ! ! 


Cleo. Nay, that is certain, 

Tras. T'll never ſee it; for, I am ſure, my nails 
Are ſtronger than mine eyes. 
" „Why, that's the way 
| To tool their preparation, and to conquer 
Y Their moſt abſurd intents.—Now, Charmian — 


. Enter ensuniab | 


Show me, my women, like a queen; Go fetch 

My beſt attires ;] am again for Cydnus, 

To meet mark Antony :—Sirrah, Iras, go.— 

Now, noble Charmian, we'll deſpatch indeed: 

And, when thou haſt done this chare, I'll give thee leave 
To play till dooms-day.—Bring our crown and all. 


| Wherefore's this noiſe ? [Exit IRas, A noiſe within, 


| Enter one of the Guard, 


Guard, | Here 1s a rural fellow, 
That will not be deny'd your 6 ! 3 
He brings you figs, 

Cleo. Let him come os How poor an inſtrument 


Play do a ackls deed! he brings me liberty. 
My reſolution's plac'd, and I have nothing 


[Exit Guard. 
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Of woman in me: Now from head to foot : 


I am marble-conſtant : now the — moon 


No planet is of mine. 


Re-enter Guard, with a Clown bring a baſket. 


Guard. This! is the n man. 


Cleo. Avoid, and leave him. [Ia Guard. 
Haſt thou the pretty worm of Nilus there, FF ͤ Co 


That kills and pains not? 
Clown. Truly I have him: but I would not be ke 


party that ſhould deſire you to touch him, for his biting 
is immortal; thoſe, that do * of it, do ſeldom or never 


recover. 
Cleo. Remember "| they any that have died ot? 


Clown. Very many, men and women too. I heard of 
one of them no longer than yeſterday: a very honeſt wo- 


man, but ſomething given to lie; as a woman ſhould not 


do, but in the way of honeſty : how ſhe died of the biting 
of it, what pain ſhe felt, Truly, ſhe makes a very good 
report o' the worm: But he that will believe all that they . 


ſay, ſhall never be ſaved by half that they do: But this 1 1s 


moſt fallible, the worm's an odd worm. 


Cleo. Get thee hence; farewell. | 
Clown. I wiſh you all joy of the v worm. 


Cleo. Farewell, [Clown ſets down the Laſker. | 
_ Clown. You muſt think this: look Y that the worm 


will do his kind. 
Cleo. Ay, ay; farewell. 


Clown. Look you, the worm is not to be truſted, but 
in the keeping of wiſe people; for, eee,” 1 there 1 is no 
goodneſs in the worm. 


00. Ts ou. no care; 3 it ſhall be beaded; 


— — ͤ — — — 
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Clown, Very good : give it nothing, I pray you, for it 


3s not worth the feeding. 
Cleo. Will it eat me? 


Clown. You muſt not think Ia am 1 fo fiple, but I know 


the devil himſelf will not eat a woman: I know, that a 


woman is a diſh for the gods, if the devil dreſs her not. 
But, truly, theſe ſame whoreſon devils do the gods great 


harm in their women ; for in ny ten at they moe 


the devils mar five. 

Cleo. Well, get thee gone; ; farewell. 

_ Clown, Bobo, e 1 with you joy of the worm. 
Exit. 


Re. enter I RAS, with a robe, crown, &c. 2 


Cleo. Gies a me my robe, put on my crown; 3 1 bare 


Immortal longings in me: Now no more 


The juice of Egypt's grape ſhall moiſt this lip :— 
Yare, yare, good Iras; quick. —Methinks, I hear 
Antony call; I fee him rouſe himſelf 
To praiſe my noble a&; I hear him mock 
The luck of Cæſar, which the gods give men 
To excuſe their after wrath : Huſband, I come: 
Now to that name my courage prove my title 
I am fire, and air; my other elements 
I give to baſer life. So, have you done? 
Come then, and take the laſt warmth of my lips. 
Farewell, kind Charmian ;—Iras, long farewell. — 
1 ä R 
Have I the afpick 3 in my lips? Doſt fall! 7 
If thou and nature can ſo gently part, 
The ſtroke of death is as a lover's * 
Which hurts, and is defir'd. Des thou he ful 6 
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If thus thou vaniſheſt, thou tell'ſt the world 
It is not worth leave- taking. | 
Char. Diſſolve, thick cloud, and rain; that I may ſay 
The gods my +; do weep! _ 
DC. F proves me baſe : 
If ſhe firſt meet the curled Antony, | 
He'll make demand of her; and ſpend that kiſs, 
| Which i is my heaven to have,—Come, mortal wretch, 
[To the aſp, which ſhe applies to her . 
With thy ſharp teeth this knot intrinſicate 
Of life at once untie : poor venomous fool, 
Be angry, and deſpatch. O, could'ſ thou ſpeak! 
That I might hear thee call great Czar, aſs 
pee! 5 
Char. O eaſtern flar EE | 
nn OD Peace, peace! - 
: Doſt thou not ſee my baby at = breaſt, 
That ſucks the nurſe aſleep 7: 
Char. 1 . o,. break o, break! | 
Cleo. As ſweet as balm, as ſoft as air, as gentle,— | 


| o * 1 will take thee too t— 


| [Applying another aſp to ber arm. . 
What mould 1 1 [l Falls on @ bed, and dies. 

Char. In this wild world ?—So, fare thee well. — 

| Now boaſt thee, death! in thy poſſeſſion lies 

A laſs unparallel'd.— Downy windows, clolez 

And golden Pheebus never be beheld | 

Of eyes again ſo royal! Your crown's r. 

I Il mend it, 945 then play. 


Enter the Guard, 2 in. 


4 Guard, Where 1s the queen? 8 
— VV N foftly, wake her not. 135 
> a | | 2 Guard, | 
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1 Guard. Cæſar hath ſent - 
Cbar. Too flow a meſſenger. 


[ Applies the aſp. 


o, come; apace, deſpatch: I partly feel thee. 
I Guard. Approach, ho! All's not . enn be- 
guil'd. | 

2 Guard, There's Dolabella ſent from Cæſar; ;—cal him. 
3 Guard. What work is here ?—Charmian, - 1s this well 
MS? 

Char. It is well done, and fitting for a princes 
Deſcended of ſo many royal kings. 8 
Ah, ſoldier ! LE Dies. 


Euter DOLABELLA. 


Dol. How goes it here? 
2 Guard. 1 Al dead. Fn 
Dol. Czfar, thy thoughts 
Touch their effects in thiss Thyſelf art coming 
To ſee perform'd the dreaded act, which thou : 
So ſought'ſt to hinder. 
Within, En A way there, way for cent 


Enter CSA x, and Attendants 


| "that O, ür, you are too ſure an augurer z 
That you did M's is done, 
_ Caf. Brav'ſt at the laſt: 


She levell'd at our purpoſes, and, being royal, 


Took her own way. — The manner of their tn 2 
I do not ſee them bleed. | 

Dol. | Who was laſt v with them? | 
1 Guard, A ſimple countryman, that MG her Ip; ; 
| This was oy nts 
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Ca Poiſon'd then. 
1 Guard. | O Cæſar, 


This Charmian liv'd but now; ſhe ſtood, and ſpake: 
I found her trimming up the diadem 


On her dead miſtreſs ; tremblingly ſhe ſtood, 


: And on the ſudden dropp'd. 


Cæſ. e noble weakneſs! — 


If they h had fivaltow'd poiſon, *twould appear 
By external ſwelling : but ſhe looks like fleep, | 
As ſhe would catch another Antony | 


In her * toil of grace... 
Dol. 5 Here, on bis breaſt; 
There is a vent of blood, and OY blown: 


The like is on her arm. 


1 Guard. This is an aſpick's trail: nel theſe fig-leaves 


Have {lime upon them, ſuch as the alpick leaves 
2 Upon the caves of Nile. | 


Cæſ. — probable, 


T hat ſo he died; for her phyſician tells me, 


She hath purſu'd conchullons infinite 


Of eaſy ways to die.— Take up her bed; 


And bear her women from the monument ;— 


She ſhall be buried by her Antony: 
No grave upon the earth ſhall clip in it 


A pair ſo famous. High events as theſe _ 
Strike thoſe that make them: and their tory is 
No leſs in pity, than his glory, which 


Brought them to be lamented. Our army mall, 
In ſolemn ſhow, attend this funeral; 


And then to Rome.—Come, Dolabella ſee. | 
; N order un t this great ſolemnity. Es: 9 
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OBSERVATIONS. 


Mx. Pope ſuppoſed the ſtory of this play to have been borrow- 


ed from a novel of Boccace; but he was miſtaken, as an imita- 
tion of it is found in an old ſtory-book entitled Weftward far 


Smelts. This imitation differs in as many particulars from the 


Italian noveliſt, as from Shakſpeare, though they concur in ſome 


material parts of the fable. It was publiſhed in aquarto pamphlet 
2603. This is the only copy of it which I have hitherto ſeen. 


There is a late entry of it in the books of the Stationers' Com- 


pany, Jan. 1619, where it is ſaid to have been written 8 Kitt of 
Aing ton. STEEVENS. 


The only part of the fable which can be pronounced with cer- 
tainty to be drawn from the tale in Wefward for Smelt, is, Imo- 
gen's wandering about after Piſanio has left her in the foreſt ; her 


being almoſt famiſhed ; and being taken, at a ſubſequent period, 


into the ſervice of the Roman General as a page. The general 
ſcheme of Cymbeline is, in my opinion, formed on Boccace's 
novel (Day 2, Nov. 9.) and Shakſpeare has taken a circumſtance 


from it, that is not mentioned in the other tale. It appears from 
the preface to the old tranſlation of the Decamerone, printed in 
1620, that many of the novels had before received an Engliſh 


dreſs, and had been printed ſeparately: 4 I know, moſt worthy 


lord, (ſays the printer in his Epiſtle Dedicatory,) that many of 


them [the novels of Boccace] have long ſince been publiſhed before, as 
ſtolen from the original author, and yet not beautified with his 
fweet ſtyle and elocution of phraſe, neither ſavouring of his ſin- 
gular moral Py: | 

I Cymbeline, 


Holinſhed, in the 19th year of the reign of Auguſtus Ceſar ; and 
the play commences in or about the twenty=fourth year of 


Cymbeline's reign, which was the forty- ſecond year of the reign 


of Auguſtus, and the 16th of the Chriſtian zra : notwithſtanding 


which, Shakſpeare has peopled Rome with modern Italians; 
 Philario, Iachimo, &. Cymbeline is ſaid to have reigned thirty - 
five years, leaving at his death two ſons, Guiderius and Arviras 
gus. 5 | a Maron. 


OBSERVATIONS. iii 


: Cymbeline, 1 imagine, was written in the year 1605. The king 
from whom the play takes its title began his reign, according to 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Crtagpany, King of uin | 

CLOTEN, ſon to the Queen by a former huſband. 1 
LEeonNaTus POSTHUMUS, @ gentleman, huſband to Imogen. 
BELARIUs, @ baniſhed lord, age under the name of 

Morgan. 5 
GUIDERIUS, y diſguiſed under the names of Ne and 
| 33 Cadwal, ſuppoſed ſons to Belarius. 
PRHILARIO, fr:end to Poſthumus, 
IAcHIuo, friend to Philario, Italians. 

A French Gentleman, friend to Philario. 

Caius Lucius, General of the Roman forces. 
A Roman Captain. Two Britiſh Captains. 
PIs AN 10, ſervant to Poſthumus, 
CORNELIUS, @ Phyfician. 

Taboo Gentlemen. 

Tye Gaolers. 


Qur EN, | wife to Cymbeline. 
IMOGEN, daughter to Cymbeline by a former queen. 
HELEN, woman to Imogen. | 


Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Apparitions, a 
Soothſayer, a Dutch Gentleman, a Spaniſh Gentleman, 
Miſicians, Officers, Captains, Soldiers, Me Yengers, and 
other Attendants. | 


SCENE, ſometimes in Britain; ſometimes in Italy. 


— — S — 


CYMBELINE. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


Britain, The Garden behind Cymbeline's Palace. 
Enter two Gentlemen. 


1 Gentleman, 
7OU do not meet a man, but frowns : our bloods 
No more obey the heavens, than our courtiers j 
Still ſeem, as does the king's. 
2 Gent, £ But what's the matter? 


1 Gent. His daughter, and the heir of his kingdom, whom 


Hie purpos'd to his wife's ſole ſon, (a widow, 
That late he married) hath referr'd herſelf 
Unto a poor, but worthy, gentleman : She's wedded ; 
Her huſband baniſh'd ; ſhe impriſon'd : all 
Is outward ſorrow; though, I think, the R 
Be touch'd at very heart. 
2 Gent. None but the king ? | 
1 Gent, He, that hath loſt her, too: ſo is the queen, 
That moſt deſir'd the match: But not a courtier, 
Although they wear their faces to the bent 
Of the king's looks, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing — n . 
2 Gent. POO And why ſo? ? 


B IE 1 Gent. 
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+ Gent. He that hath miſs d the princeſs, is a thing 
Too bad for bad report: and he that hath her, 
(I mean, that married her, —alack, good man !— 

And therefore baniſh'd,) is a creature ſuch 

As, to ſeek through the regions of the earth 
For one his like, there would be ſomething failing 
In him that ſhould compare. I do not think, 

So fair an outward, and ſuch ſtuff within, 
_ Endows a man but he. | 

2 Gent. Lou ſpeak him far. 

1 Gent, I do extend him, fir, within himſelf; 
Cruſh him together, rather than unfold 
His meaſure duly. | 

2 Gente What's his name, and birth ? 

1 Gent, I cannot delve him to the root : His father 
Was call'd Sicilius, who did join his honour, 
Againſt the Romans, with Caſſibelan ; 

But had his titles by Tenantius, whom 
He ſerv'd with glory and admir'd ſucceſs ; 
So gain'd the ſur-addition, Leonatus : 
And had, beſides this gentleman 1 in queſtion, 
Two other ſons ; who, in the wars o' the time, 
Died with their footy | in hand; for which, their father 
(Then old and fond of ifſue,) took ſuch ſorrow, 
That he quit being; and his gentle lady, | 
Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceas'd 
As he was born. The king, he takes the babe 
To his protection; calls him Poſthumus; 
| Breeds him, and makes him of his bed- chamber; 
Puts to him all the learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of; which he took, 
As we do air, faſt as twas miniſter'd ; and 
In his ſpring became a harveſt : Liv'd in court, 
: (WR rare it is to 605 moſt prmn's, moſt lov'd: _ 
A ſample 
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A ſample to the youngeſt ; to the more mature, 


A glaſs that feated them; and to the graver, 
A child that guided dotards : to his miſtreſs, 


For whom he now is baniſh'd,—her own price 
Proclaims how ſhe eſteem'd him and his virtue; 
By her election may be truly read, 


What kind of man he i is. 


— Ce I honour him | 
Even out of your report. But, *pray you, tell me, 


Is ſhe ſole child to the Ling. „ 
„„ „ only child. 


He had two ſons, Gif this be worth your ping, 


Mark it,) the eldeſt of them at three years old, 
I' the ſwathing clothes the other, from their nurſery 


Were ſtolen ; and to this hour, no > in enn. 


Which way they went. 
2 Gent. . long i is this 450 


1 Gent. Some twenty years. | 
2 Gent, That a king's children ſhould be ſo convey'd! a 


So ſlackly guarded! And the ſearch ſo Ao 


That could not trace them! 
1 C nt. H'coyſoe'er tis ſtrange, 


Or that the negligence may well be ugh” d at, 


Yet is it true, fir, 
2 Gent, l do well believe you. 


1 Gent, We muſt forbear: Here comes the nden 
The queen, anc Free. | „ oy OR Ln | 


F 
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SCENE Il. 
The ſame. 
Enter the Queen, PosTHUMUS), and IMOGEN. 


Queen. No, be aſſur'd, you ſhall not find me, daughter , 
After the ſlander of moſt ſtep-mothers, 
Evil-ey'd unto you: you are my priſoner, but 
| Your gaoler {hall deliver you the keys 
0 That lock up your reſtraint. For you, Poſthumus, 
So ſoon as I can win the offended king, 
I will be known your advocate: marry, yet 
The fire of rage is in him; and *twere good, 
Lou lean'd unto his Adobes, with what patience 
Your wiſdom may inform you. 


„„ Pleaſe mus highneſs, 
| I will from hence to-day. | 
, o You know the peril ;— 


I'll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr'd affections; though the king 
Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeak together. 


1. | O 
Diſſembling neee How fine this tyrant 
Can tickle where ſhe wounds !—My deareſt huſband, 
I ſomething fear my father's wrath ; but nothing, 


(Always reſerv'd my holy duty,) What 


His rage can do on me: Vou muſt be gone; 
And J ſhall here abide the hourly ſhot 

Of angry eyes; not comforted to live, 

But that there 1s this jewel in the world, 
That I may ſee again. 


[Exit Queen. 
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Poſt. e queen! my miſtreſs! 
O, lady, weep no more; left I give cauſe | 
To be ſuſpected of more tenderneſs 
Than doth become a man! I will remain 
The loyal'ſt huſband that did e' er plight troth. 


My reſidence in Rome, at one Philario's ; 


Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter : thither write, my queen, 
And with mine eyes I'll drink the words you 1 ſend, 
Though ink be made of gall. 


| Re-enter Queen, 
Queen. | 3 Be brief, I pray you: 


If the king come, I ſhall incur I know not 
How much of his diſpleaſure ;—Yet I'll move him 


5 . . (Aide. 
To walk this way: I never do him wrong, "4 
But he does buy my injuries, to be friends ; 
Pays dear for my offences. Exit. 
Poſt. Should we be taking leave 


As long a term as yet we have to live, 
The loathneſs to depart would grow: Adieu! 
Imo. Nay, ſtay a little: | 


Were you but riding forth to air yourſelf, 


Such parting were too petty, Look here, love; 


This diamond was my mother's ; take it, heart; 


But keep it till you woo another wife, 
When Imogen is dead. | 
Poſt. How! how! another? 
You gentle gods, give me but this I have, 
And ſear up my embracements from a next 
With bonds of death e remain thou here 
[Putting on the ring. 


B3 While 
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While ſenſe can keep it on! And ſweeteſt, faire 

As I my poor ſelf did exchange for you, 

To your ſo infinite loſs; ſo, in our trifles 

I ſtill win of you: For my ſake, wear h 

It is a manacle of love; I'll place it 

Upon this faireſt priſoner. { Putting a bracelet on her arm. 
WAB a e 

| When thall v we e ſee gain? 


: Kae CYMBELIN E, and Lords. 


Poſt. Alack, the king! 

Cym. Thou baſeſt thing, avoid ! hence, from my debt! 
If, after this command, thou fraught the court N 
With thy unworthineſs, thou dieſt: Away! 


Thou art 1 to my blood. | 
Poſt. Tue gods protect vou! 
And bleſs the gopd remainders of the. court! . 
I am gone. [Exit. 
i. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More ſharp than this is. 
m. O difſloyal hit, 


That ſhould'ſt repair my youth; thou _ 
A year's age on me! 
Imo. | I beſeech you, fir, 
Harm not yourſelf with your vexation ; I 
Am ſenſeleſs of your wrath ; a touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 
e Paſt grace? ee 25 
Imo. Paſt hope, and i in deſpair; ; that way, paſt grace. 
cm. That might'ſ have had the ſole ſon of my queen! 
Imo. O bleſs'd, that I might not! I choſe an eagle, 
AN did avoid a W At 


Gym, 
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Om, Thou took'ſt a beggar; would ſt have made my 
throne 
A ſeat for baſeneſs. Eh 
2005-7; No; I rather added 
A luſtre to it. Fo 7595 
m. O thou vile one! 
„ )))) 4 


It is your fault that I have lov'd Poſthumus . 


Vou bred him as my play- fellow; and he 1 is 


A man, worth any woman; TP me 


Almoſt the ſum he pays. 
m. What bart thou mad ? 


Imo. Almoſt, fir: Heaven reſtore me !— Would I were 
A neatherd's daughter! and my ae 
Our N * 1 


Re-enter Seen. 


Cym. Thou fooliſh thing !— 
They were again together : you have done [7 o the Queen. | 
Not after our command. A with Nr, 
And pen her up. 5 5 
Queen. Beſeech your patience ;—Peace, 
Dear lady daughter, peace ;—Sweet ſoverei - 
Leave us to ourſelves ; and make omen fome comfort 
Out of your beſt advice. 
m. Ney jet her languiſh 
A drop of blood a day; and, "bong aged, . 
Die of this * | | [Exit. 


Enter Pisaxio. 


| Queen, . Fie ou muſt x give way 2 
nere is your Rrvant—Hew now, fir? What news? | 
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Pif. My lord your ſon drew on \ my maſter, 


Queen. Ha! 
No harm, I truſt, is done? | 
. There might have been, 


But that my maſter rather play d than fought, 

And had no help of anger: they were — 

| By gentlemen at hand. 

Queen, I am very glad on't. 

Imo. Your ſon's my father's friend; he takes his part.— 

To draw upon an exile —0 brave fir !— 

T would they were in Africk both together; 3 | 

Myſelf by with a needle, that I might prick _ | 2 

The goer back. Why came you from your maſter ? Y 
Piſ. On his command: He would not ſuffer me | 

To bring him to the haven : left theſe notes 

Of what commands I ſhould be ſubject to, 

When it pleas'd you t to employ m. 

Queen, | This hath been 

Your faithful ſervant : I dare lay r mine e 

He will remain ſo. 


„ I humbly thank your highneſs. 
Queen. Pray, walk a while. 
Ino. About e half hour hence, 


J pray you, ſpeak with me: you ſhall, at leaſt, 
Go ſee my lord aboard: for this time, leave m. 
1 3% lt e ¶Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
A publick Place. 


Enter CLOTEN, and two Lords. 


1 "PTY Sir, I wouks adviſe you to ſhift a wirt; the 
violence of action hath made you reek as a ſacriſice: Where 
air comes out, air comes in: there”: s none abroad ” whole- 


ſome as that you vent. 


Clo. If my ſhirt were bloody, then. to ſhift it—Have I 


hurt him ? 
2 Lord. No, faith; not ſo ack as his patience. [A/ide. 
1 Lord. Hurt bim? his body's a paſſable carcaſs, if he be 


not hurt: it is a thoroughfare for ſteel, if it be not hurt, 
2 Lord, His ſteel was in debt; it went the backſide the 


town. | SS LR: 
Clo. The villain 3 not 11 me. 


2 Lord. Nog but he Hed Rene. — toward your | 
"Tags. +; IA. 


1 Laird. stand . You ke 1 enough of your 


own: but he added to your havin 85 z y yy ſome 


ground. 
2 Lord. As many inches : as you have oceans : Puppies 


cock 


ch. 1 would, they bad not come between us. 


2 Lord. So would I, till you had meaſured how long a 
fool you were upon the ground, 4. 


Clo. And that ſhe ſhould love this fellow, and refuſe 


2 1 : 
2 Lord. If it be a fin + to make a true elegion, me is 
damn de. [Alde. 
1 Lord. Ar as I told you always, 1 her beauty and her 
brain 
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brain go not together: She's a good ſign, but I have ſeen 
ſmall reflection of her wit. 
2 Lord. She ſhines not ** fools, leſt the reflettion 
ſhould hurt her. | [A/ide, 
Clo. Come, I'll to my chamber : Would there had been 
ſome hurt done 
2 Lord. I with not ſo; unleſs it had been the fall of an 
aſs, which is no great hurt. „ | eh | 
Cho. You'll go with us? 
1 Lord. I'll attend your lordſhip. 
cu. Nay, come, let's go together. 3 
2 Lord. Well, * lord. | [Execunt. 


A Room in Cymbiliye's Palace. 
Enter IMOGEN ant Pisato, 


Ino. I a thou orew'ſt unto the ſhores o'the haven, 85 
And queſtion'dſt every fail : if he ſhould writs, e 
And I not have it, twere a paper loſt | 
As offer'd mercy is. What was the laſt 
That he ſpake to thee? 

Piſ. e . His queen, his queen y 

Imo. T hen wav'd his handkerchief? 

„ And kiſs'd it, madam, 

Imo. Senſeleſs linen! happier rein _ Tt lk 
And that was all? . 5 5 

Piſ. No, madam for fo long 
As he could make me with this eye or ear 
Diſtinguiſh him from others, he did keep 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief, 

Still waving, as the fits and ſtirs of his mind  , 
W . een 
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Could beſt expreſs how ſlow his ſoul fair'd on, 


How ſwift his ſhip. 


Imo. | Thou ſhould'ſt have made him 


As little as a crow, or leſs, ere e left 


To after-eye him. 

-Paſ. Madam, ſo I did. : 

Imo. I would have broke mine N 3 crack d 
them, but 


| To look upon him ; till the diminution 

Of ſpace had pointed him ſharp as my needle: 

| Nay, follow'd him, till he had melted from 
The ſmallneſs of a gnat to air; and then 


Have turn'd mine eye, and wept — But, good Piſanio, 


When ſhall we hear from him ? 


Pif: - -- „ aſſur'd, madam, 
With his next vantage. 

Ino. I did not take my leave of kim,” but had 
Moſt pretty things to ſay: ere I could tell him, 
How I would think on him, at certain hours, 


Such thoughts, and ſuch; or I could make him dear Ne 


The ſhes of Italy ſhould not betray 


Mine intereſt, and his honour; or have charg'd him, 
At the ſixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight, 


To encounter me with oriſons, for then 


TI am in heaven for him; or ere I could 


Give him that parting kiſs, which I had ſet | 


| Betwixt two charming words, comes in my father, 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north, | 


Shane all our buds from * 


Enter a + Lady. 


1 8 = The queen, madam, 
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Ino. Thoſe things I bid you do, get them deſpatchrd. — 
I will attend the queen. 


Pi. | Madam, I mall. N C Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 
| Rome. An Apartment in Philario's wv. 


Enter PHILARIO, Iacuno, a W a Dutchman, | 
and a Spaniard, _ 


"Jack, Believe It, 1 I have ſeen him in Britain : he | 
was then of a creſcent note; expected to prove ſo worthy, 
as ſince he hath been allowed the name of: but I could 
then have look'd on him without the help of admiration * 
though the catalogue of his endowments had been tabled 
by his ſide, and I to peruſe him by items. _ | 

Phi. You ſpeak of him when he was leſs furniſh'd, than | 
now he is, with that which makes him both without and 
within, | | 

French. I have ſeen him i in France: we ad very many 5 
there, could behold the ſun with as firm eyes as he. | 

Iach. This matter of marrying his king's daughter, 
(wherein he muſt be weigh'd rather by her value, than his 
own,) words him, I doubt not, great deal from the n matter. I 

French. And then his baniſnment— 

ach. Ay, and the approbation of thoſe, that weep this 
lamentable divorce, under her colours, are wonderfully 
to extend him; be it but to fortify her judgment, which 

elſe an eaſy battery might lay flat, for taking a beggar 
without more quality, But how comes it, be is to ſ0- 
journ with you? How creeps acquaintance ? 

Pbi. His father and I were ſoldiers together; to whom 
I have been often bound for no 9 les n my life j— 

. : | Enter. 
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Enter POSTHUMUS, 


Here comes the Briton : Let him be ſo enretinivied amongſt 
you, as ſuits, with gentlemen of your knowing, to a 
ſtranger of his quality.—I beſeech you all, be better known 
to this gentleman ; whom I commend to you, as a noble 


friend of mine: How worthy he is, I will leave to appear 


hereafter, rather than ſtory him in his own hearing. 
French. Sir, we have known together in Orleans. 
Pot. Since when I have been debtor to you for cour te- 
fies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay ftill. 


French. Sir, you o'er-rate my poor kindneſs: I was 


glad I did atone my countryman and you; it had been 
pity, you ſhould have been put together with ſo mortal a 


N as then each bore, upon 9 of 0 — 


and trivial a nature. 


Poſt. By your pardon, fir, I was then a young travwther,; * 


rather ſhunn'd to go even with what I heard, than in my 


every action to be guided by others* experiences: but, 


upon my mended judgement, (if I offend not to ſay it is 
mended,) my quarrel was not altogether flight. 

French. *Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement of 
Twords ; and by ſuch two, that would, by all likelihood, 
have confounded one the other, or have fallen both. 
luacb. Can we, with manners, aſk what was the ſer 
- ence? 
French. Safely, I think: *twas a 1 contenticin in oublick, 
which may, without contradiction, ſuffer the report. It 


was much like an argument that fell out laſt night, where each 


of us fell in praiſe of our country miſtreſſes: This gentle- 
man at that time vouching, (and upon warrant of bloody 


affirmation, ) his to be more fair, virtuous, wiſe, chaſte, 
_ conſtant-qualified, and leſs attemptible, than my the 


rareſt of our r ladies 1 in France, | 
| lach, 


— 
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Iach, That lady is not now r iving; or this tony 8 
opinion, by this, worn out. 

Poſt. She holds her virtue ſtill, and I my mind. 

Iach. You muſt not ſo far prefer her fore ours of Italy. 

Poſt. Being ſo far provoked as I was in France, I would 
abate her nothing; though 1 3 re her e, 

not her friend, 


Iach. As fair, and as " (a kind of hand-in- hand 


: 7 compariſon,) had been ſomething too fair, and too good, 
for any lady in Britany. If ſhe went before others I have 


ſeen, as that diamond of yours outluſtres many I have be- 
held, -I could not but believe ſhe excell'd many : but I 
have not ſeen the moſt precious diamond that 1 is, nor you 
the lady. 
Po. J prais d her, as 1 rated her: ſo 40 1 my ons. | 
Iach. What do you eſteem it at? 
Pe. More than the world enjoys. | 
lach. Either your unparagon'd miſtreſs 1 is dead, or r ſhe” ; 
outprized by a trifle. 

Poſt. You are miſtaken : the one may be fold, or siven; ; 
if there were wealth enough for the purchaſe, or merit 
for the gift: the other is not a 1 80 for ſale, and only 

the gift of the gods. | | 
lach. Which the gods have given you . 
Poſt, Which, by their graces, I will keep. 
Iach. You may wear her in title yours: but, you know, 
ſtrange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. Your ring 
may be ſtolen too: ſo, of your brace of unprizeable eſti- 
mations, the one is but frail, and the other caſual; a 
cunning thief, or a that- way-accompliſh' d courtier, would... 
hazard the winning both of firſt and laſt. | 
Poft. Your Italy contains none ſo accompliſh'd a cour- 
tier, to convince the honour of my miſtreſs ; if, in the 
holding or loſs of that, you term her frail, I do nothing 
V „„ doubt, 
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doubt, you have ſtore of thieves ndtwichſtanding, 1 fear 
not my ring. 
_ Phi, Let us leave here, gentlemen. 


Poſt, Sir, with all my heart. This worthy ſignior, 1 


thank him, makes no ſtranger of me; we are familiar at 
firſt. 

Iach. With five times ſo much each. I ſhould 
| get ground of your fair miſtreſs : make her go back, even 
to the yielding; had I admittance, and VERNE: to 

friend, 

Po. No, no. 

Jach, J dare, thereupon, pawn the moiety of my eſtate 
to your ring; which, in my opinion, o'ervalues it ſome- 
thing: But I make my wager rather againſt your confidence, 


than her reputation: and, to bar your offence herein too, 


| I durkt attempt it againſt any lady in the world. 


Pot. You are a great deal abuſed in too bold a perſua- 
ſion; and I doubt not you ſuſtain what you're worthy of, 


by your attempt. 
lach. What's that? 
Pioſt. A repulſe: Though your nge as you call t 
deſerve more; a puniſhment too. | 
Phi, Gentlemen, enough of this: it came in too ſud- 
denly; let it die as it was born, and, I pray you, be better 
acquainted. | 
lach. Would I had put my eſtate, and my ee 
on the approbation of what I have ſpoke. 
Pe. What lady would you chooſe to aſſail? 


Tach. Vours; whom in conſtancy, you think, ftands ſo 
ſafe. I will lay you ten thouſand ducats to your ring, 


that, commend me to the court where your lady is, with 
no more advantage than the opportunity of a ſecond con- 


ference, and I will bring from thence that honour of hers, 


which you imagine ſo reſerved, 


Poſt. 
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Pot I will wage againſt your gold, gold to it: wy ring 
I hold dear as my finger; tis part of it. 

Iach. You are a friend, and therein the wiſer. If you 
buy ladies* fleſh at a million a dram, you cannot preſerve 
it from tainting: But, I fee, you have ſome. religion 1 in 
you, that you fear. | 
Poſt. This 1s but a cuſtom in your tongue; ; * bear a 
graver purpoſe, I hope. 

Iach. I am the maſter of my ſpeeches; and would un- 
dergo what's ſpoken, I ſ wear. 

Pot. Will you ?—T ſhall but lend my diamond till your 
return: Let there be covenants drawn between us: My 
miſtreſs exceeds in goodneſs the hugeneſs of your unwor- 
thy thinking : I dare you to this match: here's wp ng. 
Pybi. I will have it no lay. 
lach. By the gods it is one —If I his you no ſuffcient 
teſtimony that I have enjoy'd the deareſt bodily part of 
your miſtreſs, my ten thouſand ducats are yours; ſo is 
your diamond too. If I come off, and leave her in ſuch 
| honour as you have truſt in, ſhe your jewel, this your 
jewel, and my gold are yours :—provided, I have your 

commendation, for my more free entertainment. 
Pf. I embrace theſe conditions; let us have articles be- 
 twixt us :—only, thus far you ſhall anſwer. If you make 
your voyage upon her, and give me directly to underſtand 
you have prevail'd, I am no further your enemy, ſhe is 
not worth our debate: if ſhe remain unſeduced, (you not 
making it appear otherwiſe,) for your ill opinion, and 
the aſſault you have made to her ee you ſhall anſwer | 
me with your ſword. | 

Iach. Your hand; a covenant: We will have theſe 
| things ſet down by lawful counſel, and ſtraight away for 
Britain; leſt the bargain ſhould catch cold, and ſtarve : I 
will fetch my gold, and have our two wagers recorded. 


Poſt. 
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Poſt. Agreed. + [Exeunt PosTHUMUS and TACHIMO. 
French. Will this hold, think you ? 
Phi. Signior Iachimo will not from it. Pray, let us 


follow 'em. _ [Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. 


Britain. A Room in Cymbeline's Palace, 


Enter Queen, Ladies, and CORNELIUS. 


Queen, Whiles yet the dew's on ground, gather thoſe 


flowers; 3 
Make haſte : Who has the note of them? 
1 Lady. DE I. madam. 
Queen. Deſpatch.— — — | 1 Ladies. 


Now, maſter doctor; have you brought thoſe drugs? 

Cor. Tieaſun your highnols; ay: here they are, madam : 
s [Preſenting a ſmall vets 
| But I beſeech your grace, (without offence; ; 

My conſcience bids me alk; ) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me theſe moſt poiſonous compounds, 
Which are the movers of a languiſhing death z 
But, though flow, deadly. - 

Queen. I do wonder, doctor, | 
Thou aſk'ſt me ſuch a queſtion : Have I not been 
Thy pupil long? Haſt thou not learn'd me how 
To make perfumes ? diſtill? preſerve ? yea, ſo, 

That our great king himſelf doth woo me oft 
For my confections? Having thus far proceeded, 
(Unleſs thou think'ſt me deviliſh,) is t not meet 

That I did amplify my judgement in 


RO Other 
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Other concluſions? I will try the forces 

Of theſe thy compounds on ſuch creatures as 

We count not worth the hanging, (but none human,) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their act; and by them gather 
'Their ſeveral virtues, and elects... © 

Cor. Your highneſs 

Shall from this practice but make hard your heart: 
Beſides, the ſeeing theſe effects will be 
Both noiſome and infectious. _ 1 
Nen. O, content thee.— 


Enter PIS ANIO. 


Here comes a flattering raſcal ; upon him [ Ajide. 
Will I firſt work: he's for his maſter, | | 
And enemy to my ſon.— How now, Piſanio ?— 
Doctor, your ſervice for this time is ended; 
Take your own way. 


Cor. Il do ſuſpe& you, madam); 3 
But you mall do no harm. | [ A/ide, 
Queen. Hark thee, a word.— | 


[To PISAN1O; 


Cor. [Afide.] J do not like her. She doth think, ſhe. 
has | 
Strange lingering poiſons : I do know her ſpirit, 
And will not truſt one of her malice with 
A drug of ſuch damn'd nature: Thoſe, ſhe has, 
Will ſtupify and dull the ſenſe a while: | 
Which firft, perchance, ſhe'll prove on cats, and dogs 3 
Then afterward up higher: but there is 
No danger in what ſhow of death it makes, 
More than the locking up the ſpirits a time, 
To 0 be more freſh, reviving. She is fool d 


1 With 
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With a moſt falſe effet; and I the truer, 
So to be falſe with her. 


| Queen. + "MG fririhier ſervice, A or, 
Until I ſend for thee. 
.: os I humbly take my lenvs, [Exit. 


Queen. Weeps ſhe ſill, ſay' ſt thou? Doſt thou 1 | 


| in time 
She will not quench ; and let inſtructions enter 
Where folly now poſſeſſes ? Do thou work: | 
When thou ſhalt bring me word, ſhe loves my ſon, 
I'Il tell thee, on the inſtant, thou art then 
As great as is thy maſter ; greater; for 
His fortunes all he ſpeechleſs, and his name 
Is at laſt gaſp: Return he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is : to ſhift his being, 
Is to exchange one miſery with another; 
And every day, that comes, comes to decay 
A. day's work in him: What ſhalt thou expect, 
To be depender on a thing that leans ? 
Who cannot be new built ; nor has no friends, 
[The Queen 8 a box: PISAN ILO takes it 15. 
So much as but to prop him? Thou tak'ſt up 
Thou know'ſt not what; but take it for thy labour: 
It is a thing I made, which hath the king 
Five times redeem'd from death: I do not know 
What is more cordial :—Nay, I pry'thee, take it; 
It as an earneſt of a further good 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy miſtreſs how 
The caſe ſtands with her; do't, as from thyſelf. 
Think what a chance thou changeſt on; but think 
Thou haſt thy miſtreſs ſtill; to boot, my ſon, 
Who ſhall take notice of thee : I'll move the king 
To any ſhape of thy preferment, ſuch 
As thou” It defire ; and then myſelf, I gg 
| C 2 That 
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That ſet thee on to this deſert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. Call my women: | 
Think on my words. [Exit PIs A. IA fly and conſtant 


knave ; 
Not to be ſhak'd : the agent for his maſter; ; 
And the remembrancer of her, to hold 8 
The hand faſt to her lord. —I have given him that, 
Which, if he take, ſhall quite unpeople her 
Of leigers for her ſweet; and which ſhe, after, 
Except ſhe bend her bung ſhall be aſſur'd 


| Re-enter P1SANIO, and Ladies. 


To taſte of too.—80, ſo : —well done, well done: 
The violets, cowſlips, and the primroſes, 
| Bear to my cloſet ;—Fare thee well, Piſanio; 


Think on my words. [Exeunt Queen, and Ladies, z 
Pr: And ſhall do: | 
But when to my good lord I prove untrue, 9 
I'll choke myſelf; there's all I'll do for you. [Exits 


Another Room in the ſame, 
Enter IMOGEN. 


Ino. A father „ ang a ſtep-dame falle; 
A fooliſh ſuitor to a wedded lady, _ | 
That hath her huſband baniſh'd ;—O, that huſband 4 
My ſupreme crown of grief! os thoſe repeated 
Vexations of it! Had I been thief-ſtolen, 
As my two brothers, happy! but moſt miſerable 
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Is the defire that's glorious : Bleſſed be thoſe, 
How mean ſoe er, that have their honeſt wills, 


Which ſraſons comfort. Who may this be? Fie! 


Enter Prs AN TO and TACHIMO. 


Piſ. Madam, a noble gentleman of Rome; 


Comes from my lord with letters. 


la.. | Change you, madam? 


The worthy Leonatus is in ſafety, 


And greets your highneſs . | [Preſents a letter. 
Imo. | T hanks, good fir; 
You are kindly welcome. 
Iach. All of her, that is out of door, moſt rich! A de. 
If ſhe be furniſh'd with a mind fo rare, 
She is alone the Arabian bird; and I 


Have loſt the wager. Boldneſs be my friend! 
Arm me, audacity, from head to foot! _ 


Or, like the Parthian, I ſhall lying fight; 
Rather, directly fly. 


Imo. (Reads. ]—He 5 is one of the i. note, to whoſe bindneſes 


I am moſt infinitely tied. Reflect upon him accordingly, as 
you Value your trueft | | LEONATUS, 


| 80 far I read aloud : 
But even the very middle of my bens 


Is warm'd by the reſt, and takes it thankfully.— 
You are as welcome, worthy fir, as I 
Have words to bid you; and ſhall find it ſo, 


In all that I can do. 


Iach. | Thanks, faireſt hb. 


What! are men mad? Hath nature given them eyes 
T9 ſee this yaulted arch, and the rich 9 
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Of ſea and land, which can diſtinguiſh 'twixt 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinn'd ſtones 
Upon the number'd beach? and can we not 
Partition make with ſpectacles ſo precious 
Twixt fair and foul? . 

A. Wat makes your admiration? 
lach. It cannot be i' the eye; for apes and monkeys, 

T wixt two ſuch ſhes, would chatter this way, and 

Contemn with mowes the other: Nor i'the judgement ; 3 
For idiots, in this caſe of favour, would 

Be wiſely definite: Nor i'the appetite ; 
| Sluttery, to ſuch neat excellence oppos 'd, 
Should make deſire vomit emptinoſts ; 

Not ſo allur'd to feed, 
Imo. What 1 18 the matter, trow Ei 
——__ „ The cloyed will, | 
(That late yet unſatisfied defire, 

That tub both fill'd and running,) ravening firſt 
The lamb, longs after for the garage. | | 
= 4 | . What, dear fr, | 
Thus raps you ? Are you well ? 

Tach, Thanks, madam well — Beſeech, you, . * 
A | [To ans, 
My man's abode where I did leave him: he 
Is ſtrange and peeviſh. | 
Piſ. I was going, , fir I 
To give im welcome. EL © | Prsanto. 

Imo. Continues well my lord? Us health, W you? 

Jach. Well, madam, 

Imo. Is he diſpos'd to mirth ? I hope, be i „ 

Iach. Exceeding pleaſant; none a ſtranger there 
So merry and ſo gameſome : he 1s cad 
The Briton reveller. 5 | 

Ino. , When he was here, 6:4 
1 He 
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He did incline to ſadneſs; and oft-times 
Not knowing why, 
A I never ſaw him ſad. 
There is a Frenchman his companion, one 
An eminent monſieur, that, it ſeems, much loves 
A Gallian girl at home: he furnaces 
The thick ſighs from him ; whiles the jolly Briton | 
(Your lord, I mean,) laughs from's free lungs, cries, O! 
Can my fides bold, to think, that man, — uo knows 
Ey hiſtory, report, or his own proof, 
hat <voman is, yea, what ſbe cannot chooſe 
But muſt be,—will his free hours languiſh for 
Aſſured bondage? 
Imo. Will my lord ſay ſo? 
Iach. Ay, madam; with his eyes in flood with laughter 
It 1s a recreation to be 1 
And hear him mock the Frenchman: : But, heavens know, 
Some men are much to blame. | 25 
_— | Not he, I _ | 
lach. Not he : But yet heayen's bounty towards him 
might | 
Be us'd more thankfully. In himſelf, "tis much; 
In you, —which I count his, beyond all talents,— 
Whilſt I am bound to wonders 1 am bound 
To pity too. 
Ino. What do you pity, ſir? 
lach. Two nee heartily, | 
Imo. | | Am Lone, fir? 
You look on me; What wreck diſcern you. in me, | 
Deſerves your pity ? | 
Tach. Lamentable What! 
| To hide me from the radiant ſun, and ſolace | 
I'the dungeon by a ſnuff? 


ca Ino. 
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ED Je 8 I pray you, fir, 
Deliver with more openneſs your anſwers 
To my demands. Why do you pry me ? 
lach. That others do, 
T was about to fay, enjoy your -But 
It is an olſice of the gods to venge it, 

Not mine to ſpeak on't. | 5 
„ You do ſeem to know _ 
Something of me, or what concerns me; Pray you, 
(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more / 
T ban to be ſure they do: For certainties | 
Either are paſt remedies ; or, timely knowing, 
The remedy then born,) diſcoyer to me : 
| What both you pur and ſtop, _ = 

, e Had I this cheek 
To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, whoſe touch, 
| Whoſe every touch, would force the feeler's foul 
To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes priſoner the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing it only here: ſhould I (damn'd then) 
Slaver with lips as common as the ſtairs , 
That mount the Capitol; join gripes with hands 
Made hard with hourly falſehood (falſehood, as 
With labour ;) then lie peeping in an eye, 
Baſe and unluſtrous as the ſmoky light 

That's fed with ſtinking tallow ; it were fit, 
That all the plagues of hell ſhould at one time 
| Encounter ſuch e 


8 My lord, I fear, 
Has forgot Britain. | | | 
1 And himſelf. Not 1, 


Inclin'd to this intelligence, pronounce 
The beggary of his change 3 but 'tis your graces | 
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That, from 1 my mute conſcience, to my tongue, 
Charms this report out. 
Imo. | Es Let me hear no more. 
lach. O deareſt ſoul! your cauſe doth ſtrike my heart 
With pity, that doth make me ſick. A lady 
$0 fair, and faſten'd to an empery, 
Would make the great'ſt king double! to be partner” a 
With tomboys, hir'd with that felf-exhibition _ 
Which your own coffers yield! with diſeas'd ventures, 
That play with all infirmities for gold | 
Which rottenneſs can lend nature! ſuch boil'd ſtuff, 
As well might poiſon poiſon ! Be reveng'd ; 
Or ſhe, that bore you, was no rd and you- 
Recoil from ne great ſtock. j 
Ino. | e 5 
3 ſhould I be reveng de If this be true, 
(As I have ſuch a heart, that both mine ears 
Miuſt not in haſte abuſe,) if it be true, 
How ſhould I be reveng * 
„ ae, 5 Should he make me 
| Live like Diana' 8 prieſt, betwixt cold ſheets; 
Whiles he is vauiting variable ramps,  _ 
In your deſpite, upon your purſe? Revenge it. 
I é dedicate myſelf to your ſweet pleaſure ; 
More noble than that runagate to your bed; 
And will continue faſt to your affection, 
Still cloſe, as ſure. 
- In, wn ho, Piſanio! 
ach. Let me my ſervice tender on your lips. 
Imo. Away I do condemn mine ears, that have 
80 long attended thee.— If thou wert honourable, 
Thou would'ſt have told this tale for virtue, not 
For ſuch an end thou ſeek'ſt; as baſe, as ſtrange. 


Thou 


* 
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Thou wrong'ſt a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour; and 
Solicit'ſt here a lady, that diſdains BY 
Thee and the devil alike. What ho, Piſanio !—= 
The king my father ſhall be made acquainted 
Of thy aſſault: if he ſhall think it fit, 

A ſaucy ſtranger, in his court, to mart 

As in a Romith ſtew, and to expound 

His beaſtly mind to us; he hath a court 

He little cares for, and a daughter whom 
He not reſpects at all. What ho, Piſanio !— 
Iach. O happy Leonatus! I may ſay; 

The credit, that thy lady hath of thee, 
Deſerves thy truſt; and thy moſt perfect goodneſs 
Her aſſur'd credit Bleſſed live you long! | 
A lady to the worthieſt fir, that ever 
Country call'd his! and you his miſtreſs, only 
For the moſt worthieſt fit! Give me your pardon, 

I have ſpoke this, to know if your affiance 

Were deeply rooted ; and ſhall make your lord, 

That which he is, new o'er: And he is one 

The trueſt manner'd ; ſuch a holy witch, 

'That he enchants ſocieties unto him ; ; 

Half all men's hearts are his. 

„ e make amends. 
lach. He ſits mongſt men, like a deſcended god: 

He hath a kind of honour ſets him off, 

More than a mortal ſeeming. Be not angry, 
. Moſt mighty princeſs, that I have adventur'd 
To try your taking a falſe report; which hath 

_ Honour'd with confirmation your great Judgement 
In the election of a fir ſo rare, 

5 Which you know, cannot err: The love I bear him 
N Made 
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Made me to fan you thus; but the gods made you, 
Unlike all others, chaffleſs, Pray, your pardon. 


Ino. All's well, fir : Take my power i' the court for yours, 


Iach. My humble thanks. I had almoſt forgot 
To entreat your grace but in a ſmall requeſt, 

And yet of moment too, for it concerns 

| Your lord; myſelf, and other noble . 

8 Are partners in the buſineſs. | 
Ius. | Pray, what is't ? 
lach. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord, 
(The beſt feather of our wing) have mingled ſums, 
To buy a preſeat for the emperor 5 
Which I, the factor for the reſt, have done 
In France: Tis plate, of rare device; and jewels, 
oOf rich and exquiſite form; their values great; 

And I am ſomething curious, being ſtrange, 
To have them in ſafe ſtowage; May it _ you 


| To take them in protection? 


Imo. 5 Willingly; 
And pawn mine > honour for their ſafety : ſince 
My lord hath intereſt in _ 1 will * them 
In my bed- chamber. 

lach. They are in a trunk, 
Attended by my men: I will make bold 
To ſend them to you, only for this night ; 3 

I muſt aboard to-morrow. (| 

Imo. © O, no, no. 

lacb. Ves, I beſeech; or I ſhall ſhort my word, 
By length'ning my 1 From Gallia 
I croſs'd the ſeas on 8 and on promiſe 
To ſee your grace. : 


Imo. I thank you fo your pens gue 
| But not away to-morrow * | 


"ws. „„ ©, I muſt, madam : 


Therefore, 
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Therefore, I ſhall beſeech you, if you pleaſe 


To greet your lord with writing, do 't to-night : 
I have outſtood my time; which is material 


f To the tender of our preſent, 


Imo. I will write. 
Send your trunk to me; it ſhall ſafe be kept, | 
And truly yielded you: You are very welcome. [ Exeurnt, 
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Ac II. SCENE I. 


Court before Cymbeline's Palace, | 


Lader CLoTER, and two 1 


ch. Was there ever man had ſuch luck ! when I kiſs'd 
the jack upon an up-caſt, to be hit away! I had a hundred 
pound on't: And then a whoreſon jackanapes muſt take 
me up for ſwearing; ; as if I borrow'd mine oaths of him, 
and might not ſpend them at my pleaſure. S, 
1 Lord. What got he by that ? You have broke his pate 
with your bowl. 
2 Lord. If his wit had been like him that broke % it 
would have run all out. | Pl [Af de. 
Cl. When a gentleman is diſpoſed to ſwear, it Is not 
for any ſtanders-by to curtail his oaths : Ha? 
2 Lord, No, 1 lord; nor L AAde.] crop the ears of 
them. | 
Clo. Whoreſon dog to le] give e him fatisfation ? 
| Would, he had been one of my rank! EY 
2 Lord. To have ſmelt like a fool. [Aſile. 
Co. I am not more vex'd at any thing in the earth,. A 
pox on't! I had rather not be ſo noble as I am; they dare 
not fight with me, becauſe of the queen my mother: every 
jack ſlave hath his belly full of fighting, and I muſt go up 
and down like a cock that nobody can match. 
2 Lord. You are cock and capon too; and you crow, 
cock, with your comb 1 e 
| Ch, Sayeſt thou? DN 
N 4 


Cannot take two from twenty for his heart, 
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1 Lord. It is not fit, your lordſhip ſhould undertake 
every companion that you give offence to. 
Clo. No, I know that: but it is fit, 1 ſhould commit 
offence to my inferiors. | 
2 Lord. Ay, it 1s fit for your lordſhip only. 
Ch. Why, fo I ſay, 
1 Lord. Did you hear of a ſtranger, that's come to court 
to-night ? | | 
Clo. A ſtranger! and I not know on Xt 
2 Lord, He's a ſtrange fellow himſelf, and knows i it not. 
| | 3 | 22 
1 Lord. There's an Italian come; and, tis thought, one 
of Leonatus' friends. | | 
Cb. Leonatus! a baniſh'd raſcal; j and he's another, | 
whatſoever he be. Who told you of this gee pc 
x Lord. One of your lordſhip's pages. 
Co. Is it fit, I went to look upon. him! ? Is there no > de. 
rogation in 't? 
1 Lord. Vou cannot Jerogate, x wy lord. 
(lo. Not eaſily, I think. 
2 Lord, You are a fool granted; therefore your inden 
being fooliſh, do not derogate. I Alde. 
Clo. Come, I'll go ſee this Italian: What I have loſt 
to-day at bowls, I'll win to-night of him. Come, 80. | 
2 Lord. I'll attend your lordſhip. _ 
[Exeunt CLOTEN and fn Lord. 5 
That ſuch a ay devil as is his mother | 
Should yield the world this aſs! a woman, that 
Bears all down with her brain ; and this her fon 


And leave eighteen, Alas, poor princeſs, 
Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'ſt! 

Betwixt a father by thy ſtep-dame govern'd ; 
A mother hourly coining plots ; a wooer, 
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More hateful than the foul expulſion is 
Of thy dear huſband, than that horrid act 
Of the divorce he'd make ! The heavens hold firm 
The walls of thy dear honour ; keep unſhak' d 
That temple, thy fair mind; that thou may'ſt ſtand, 
To enjoy thy baniſh'd lord, and this great land! [ Exit. 


- SCENE II. 


A Bed-chaieker ; in one iv f it a T1 ak 


IMOGEN reading in her bed; a Lady atirading; 


Imo. Who's there ? my woman Helen ? 


Lady. Pleaſe you, madam. 
Imo. What hour is it? 
Lady. Almoſt midnight, madam. 


Ino. I have read three hours then: mine eyes are weak ;— 
Fold down the leaf where I have left: To bed: 
Take not away the taper, leave it burning ; 
And if thou canſt awake by four o' the clock, 
I pr'ythee, call me. Sleep hath ſeiz'd me wholly. 
1 e | [Exit Lady. 
To your protection I commend me, gods! _ 
From fairies, and the tempters of the night, | 
Guard me, beſcech ye! 
L Sleep. IAcHIuo, from the trunk. 
lack; The crickets ſing, and man's o'er-labour'd ſenſe 
Repairs itſelf by reſt: Our Tarquin thus 
Did ſoftly preſs the ruſhes, ere he waken'd 
The chaſtity he wounded.—Cytherea, | 
How bravely thou becom'ſt thy bed! freſh lily! 
And whiter than the ſheets! That I might touch! 
But kiſs; one kiſs !—Rubies unparagon'd, 
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How dearly they do't !—"Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus: The flame o' the taper 
Bows toward her; and would under-peep her lids, 
To ſee the encloſed lights, now canopied 


Under theſe windows: White and azure, lac'd | 
With blue of heaven's own tinct. - But my deſign ? 


To note the chamber :—I will write all down: 
Such, and ſuch, pictures ;—There the window : such 


The adornment of her bed; — The arras, figures, 
Why, ſuch, and ſuch :—And the contents o' the ſtory, 


Ah, but ſome natural notes about her body, 
Above ten thouſand meaner moveables 


| Would teſtify, to enrich mine inventory : 


O ſleep, thou ape of death, he dull upon her! 


And be her ſenſe but as a monument, 
Thus ina chapel lying Come off, come off; - 


[Taking off bar bracelets 


As flippery, as the Gordian knot was hard! 


»Tis mine; and this will witneſs outwardly, 
As trols as the conſcience does within, 


To the madding of her lord. On her left breaſt 
A mole cinque-ſpotted, like the crimſon drops 


I' the bottom of a cowſlip : Here's a voucher, 
Stronger than ever law could make : this ſecret 


Will force him think I have pick'd the lock, and ta'en 
The treaſure of her honour. No more.—To what end ? 


Why ſhould I write this down, that's.riveted, 
Screw'd to my memory? She hath been ale late 


The tale of Tereus ; here the leaf's turn'd down, 
Where Philomel gave up z—I have enough: 
To the trunk again, and ſhut the ſpring of it. 
Swift, ſwift, you dragons of the night !—that dawning | 
May bare the 1 raven's eye: 1 . in fear; . 


Though : 
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Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. [Clock ſtrikes, 
One, two, three, — Time, time ! 
| | [Goes into the Rn. The ow cloſes, 


SCENE III. 
An Ante-Chamber n e Apartment, | 
Enter CLOTEN and Lords. | 


1 Lord. Your lordſhip is the moſt patient man in loſs, 
the moſt coldeſt that ever turn'd up ace. 
Co. It would make any man cold to loſe. 
1 Lord. But not every man patient after the noble tem- 
per of your. lordſhip ; You are moſt or and furious, 
when you win, 
__ Ch, Winning will put any man into courage: If I 
could get this fooliſh Imogen, I ſhould have gold e 
It's almoſt morning, is 't not ? 
1 Lord. Day, my lord. 
Clio. I would this muſick would come: I am adviſed to 
give her muſick o' mornings ; they ſay, it will penetrate, 


Enter Muſicians. 


Come on; tune: If you can penetrate her with your fin- 

gering, ſo; we'll try with tongue too: if none will do, 
let her remain ; but I'll never give o'er. Firſt, a very ex- 
cellent good-conceited thing ; after, a wonderful ſweet 
air, with admirable rich words to t,—and then let her 
Sanſider 


ä SONG. 
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SONG. 
Har þ bart! the lark at heaven s gate 1 gs, 
And Phebus gins ariſe, | 
His fleeds to water at thoſe ſprings 
On chalic'd flowvers that lies; 
Aud winking Mary-buds begin 
To ope their golden eyes; 
With every thing that pretty bin: 
My lag ſfeweet, ariſe ; 
Ariſe, ariſe, 


So, get you gone: If this penetrate, I will conſider your . 
muſick the better: if it do not, it is a vice in her ears, 
which horſe-hairs, and cats- guts, nor the voice of unpaved 
eunuch to boot, can never amend. [Exeunt Muſicians, 


Enter CYMBELINE and Queen. 


2 Lord, Here comes the king. | 

Clo. I am glad, I was up ſo late; for that's the reaſon I 
was up ſo early: He cannot chools but take this ſervice I 
have done, fatherly.—Good morrow to your majeſty, and 
to my gracious mother. 


m. Attend you here the door of our ſtern daughter ? . 


Will ſhe not forth? | 
Clo. I have aſſail'd her with muſick, but ſhe vouchſafes | 

no notice. | 
m. The exile of her minion is too new; 

She hath not yet forgot him: ſome more time 

Muſt wear the print of his remembrance out, 

And then ſhe's yours. 
Queen You are moſt bound to the king; ; 

Who 
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Who lets go by no vantages, that may 
| Prefer you to his daughter: Frame yourſelf 
To orderly ſolicits ; and be friended 
With aptneſs of the ſeaſon : make denials 
Increaſe your ſervices : ſo ſeem, as if 
You were inſpir'd to do thoſe duties which 
You tender to her; that you in all obey her, 
Save when command to your diſmiſſion tends, 
| And therein you are ſenſeleſs. P 5 
Ch, | Senſeleſs? not ſo. 


Enter a 1 Meſſenger. | 


Mer. So like you, fir, ambaſſadors from Romez 
The one is Caius Lucius. ; 
Cym. | A worthy fellows, 

Albeit he comes on angry purpoſe now; _ 

But that's no fault of his: We mutt receive him 

According to the honour of his ſender; 

And towards himſelf his goodnefs foreſpent on us 

We muſt extend our notice.—Our dear ſon, 

When you have given good morning to your miſtreſs, 

Attend the.queen, and us; we ſhall have need 

To employ you towards this Roman.—Come, our queen, 
[ Exeunt CYM. Queen, Lords, and Mell. 

Clo. If ſhe be up, I'll ſpeak with her; if not, 

Let her lie ſtill and dream.—By your leeve, ho !— 

| | | [ Knocks, 

I know her women are about her 5 What 

If I do line one of their hands? 'Tis gold 

Which buys admittance oft it doth ; yea, and makes 

"Diana's rangers falſe themſelves, yield up | 

Their deer to the ſtand of the ſtealer: and 'tis gold 

| Which makes the true man kill'd, and ſaves the thief; 

WM. - Nay, 
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Nay, ſometime, hangs both thief and true man: What 
Can it not do, and undo? I will make 
One of her women lawyer to me; for 


I yet not underſtand the caſe myſelf. 


h By your leave, 8 [ Knocks. 
Enter a Lady. 
Lady. Who" s there, that knocks ? 
Clo. A gentleman. - 
Lady. | . No more? 
Clo. Ves, and a gentlewoman' $ fon, | 
Lady. | e That's more 


Than ſome, whoſe tailors are as dear as yours, 


Can juſtly boaſt of: What's your lordſhip's pleaſure? 3 
Clo. Your lady's pinch Is — ready? 


To knw her nner 


Clo. There's gold for you; ſell me your cd report. 
Lady. How! my good name ? or to report of you 
What I ſhall think 18 good ?—The princeſs— 


Enter IMOGEN, 


Clo. Good-morrow, faireſt ſiſter : Your ſweet hand. 
Ino. Good-morrow, fir : You lay out too much pains | 
For purchaſing but trouble : the thanks I give, 
Is telling you that I am poor of N 
And ſcarce can ſpare them. 
Clo. | Still, 1 "INE I love you. 
Imo. If you but ſaid ſo, *twere as deep with me: 


If you ſwear ſtill, your dee 1s fall 


That I regard 1t not, 
Co. . This is no anſwer, Tp 
15 8 : 8 | Imo. 
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Imo. But that you ſhall not ſay I yield, being f ſilent, 
I would not ſpeak. I pray you, ſpare me: faith, 
I ſhall unfold equal diſcourteſy | 
To your beſt kindneſs : one of your great knowing 
Should learn, being taught, forbearance. 
Clo. To leave you in your madneſs, 'twere my fin ; 
I will not. 
Ino. Fools are not mad folks. 
Clo. = you call me fool ? 
Imo. As I am mad, Ido 
If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad; 
That cures us both. I am much ſorry, fr, 
You put me to forget a lady's manners, 
By being fo verbal: and learn now, for all, 
That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce, 
By the very truth of it, I care not for you; 
And am ſo near the lack of charity, 
(To accuſe myſelf) J hate you: which I had rather | 
You felt, than make t my boaſt. 
Clo. You fin againſt 
Obedience, which you owe your father. For 
The contract you pretend with that baſe wretch, 
(One, bred of alms, and foſter'd with cold diſhes, 
With ſcraps o' the court, ) it is no contract, none: | 
And though it be allow'd in meaner parties, 
(Yet who, than he, more mean?) to knit their ſouls 
(On whom there is no more dependency _ 
But brats and beggary) in ſelf-figur'd knot ; 
Yet you are curb'd from that enlargement by 
The conſequence o' the crown; and muſt not foil. 
The precious note of it with a baſe ſlave, 
A hilding for a livery, a ſquire's cloth, 
A pantler, not ſo eminent. 
Imo. | Profane fellow! 


-D 3 Wert 
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Wert thou the ſon of Jupiter, and no more, 
But what thou art, beſides, thou wert too baſe 
To be his groom : thou wert dignified enough, 
Even to the point of envy, if *twere made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be ſtyl'd 
The under-hangman of his kingdom; and hated 
For being preferr'd ſo well. 
8 The ſouth- fog rot him! 
Imo. He never can meet more miſchance, than come 
To be but nam'd of thee. His meaneſt garment, 
That ever hath but clipp'd his body, is dearer, 
In my reſpect, than all the hairs above thee, 
Were they all made ſuch men —How now, Piſanio! 135 


Enter Pisa io. 


Clo, His garment ? ? Now, the FR : 

Imo. To Dorothy my woman hie thee preſently : — 

Clo. His garment ? | 

Ino. TS 5 ghted with a fool; 
Frighted, and anger'd worſe :—Go, bid my woman 
Search for a jewel, that too caſually | 
Hath left mine arm; it was thy maſter's : *ſhrew me, 
If I would loſe it for a revenue 
Of any king's in Europe. I do think, 
I faw 't this morning: confident I am, 
Laſt night *twas on mine arm; I kiſs'd it: 
I hope, it be not gone, to tell my lord 


That I kiſs aught but he, ; 
. | Iwill not be loſt. - 
Imo. I hope ſo: go, and ſearch. [Exit Prs. 
Clo. You have abus d me ;— 


His meaneſt garment ? 
oo, Ino. 
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Imo. Ay; I ſaid ſo, fir. 
If you will make 't an action, call witneſs 1 to t. 
Co. I will inform your father. 
8 | Your other too: 
She's my good lady; and will conceive, I hope, 
But the worſt of me. So I leave you, fir, 


To the work of diſcontent. Exit. 
Luo. | | I'll be reveng d.— . 
His meaneſt garment well. [ Exit. 
SCENE IV. 


Rome. An Apariment in Philario's Houſe, 


Enter PosTHUMUS and PHILARLO. 


To win the king, as I am bold, her honour 
Will remain hers, 
Phi, Wat means do you * to . ? 
Poſt, Not any; 3 but abide the change of time; 
Quake in the preſent winter's ſtate, and will 
That warmer days would come : In theſe fear d hopes, 
I barely gratify your love; they failing, 
I muſt die much your Jebtor,” | 
Phi, Your very goodneſs, and your company, 
O'erpays all I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Auguſtus : Caius Lucius | | 
Will do his commiſſion throughly : And, I think, YN 
He'll grant the tribute, ſend the arrearages, | 
Or look upon our Romans, whoſe remembrance 
Is yet freſh in their grief. 
Poſt. oe 1 do believe, 
(statiſt though. I am none, nor like to be,) Cs 
| 24 . ©: 8 at 


g 
1 Pot. Fear it not, fir; I would, I were ſo ſure . | 
| 


CE ͤ 2 — — 
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That this will prove a war; and you ſhall hear 
The legions, now in Gallia, ſooner landed 

In our not-fearing Britain, than have tidings 

Of any penny tribute paid. Our country men 
Are men more order'd, than when Julius Cæſar 
Smil'd at their lack of ſkill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at: Their diſcipline 

(Now mingled with their courages) will make known 
To their approvers, they are people, ſuch 

That mend upon the world. 5 


Enter Tac HIMO. 


Phi. See! Tachimo | 

_ Poſt. The ſwifteſt barts have poſted you by land; 
And winds of all the corners kiſs'd your fails, 
To make your veſſel nimble, 1 

Phi, Welcome, fir. + 

Peſt. I bows, the briefneſs of your anſwer made 
The ſpeedineſs of your return. _ 

Iach. Your lady 
Is one the faireſt that I have took'd upon. | 

Poft. And, therewithal, the beſt ; or let her beauty 
Look through a caſement to allure falſe hearts, 
And be falſe with them. 


„ © Here are letters for you. 
Poſt. Their tenour good, I truſt. 
Iach. | | Tiis very like. 


P'bi. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court, | 
When you were there? 


lach. | He was pete then, 
- But not approach'd, t. | 
Poſt, | All is well yet,— 


_ Sparkles 
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Sparkles this ſtone as it was wont? or is 't not 5 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 
lach, If 1 5980 loſt 1. 


1 ſhould have loſt the worth of it in gold, 

I'll make a journey twice as far, to enjoy 

A ſecond night of ſuch ſweet ſhortneſs, which 

Was mine in Britain; for the ring is won. 

Poſt. The ſtone's too hard to come by. 5 
Iach. | Not a whit, 

Your lady being fo 5 

NC Make not, fir, | 

Your loſs your ſport : I hope, you know that! we 

Muſt not continue friends. 

„„ Good ſir, we muſt, 

It you keep covenant : Had I not brought 

The knowledge of your miſtreſs home, I grant 

Me were to queſtion further: but I now 

Profeſs myſelf the winner of her honour, 

Together with your ring; and not the wronger 

Of her, or you, having proceeded but 

By both your wills. | | 
Poſt. If you can make 't apparent 

'That you have taſted her in bed, my hand, | 
And ring, is yours : If not, the foul opinion 

You had of her pure honour, gains, or loſes, 

Your ſword, or mine; or maſterleſs leaves both 

To who ſhall find them. | 
Jach, Sir, my circumſtances, 

Being ſo near the truth, as I will make them, 

Muſt firſt induce you to believe: whoſe ſtrength 

I will confirm with oath ; which, I doubt not, 

You'll give me leave to frars, when you ſhall find 

You need it not, | 

. * Proceed, 

lach. 
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lach. | Firſt, ber bed. chamber; 
(Where, I confeſs, I flept not; but, profeſs, 
Had that was well worth watching,) It was hang d 
With tapeſtry of ſilk and filver ; the tory 
Proud Cleopatra, when ſhe met her Roman, 
And Cydnus ſwell'd above the banks, or for 
The preis of boats, or pride : A piece of work 
So bravely done, ſo rich, that it did ftrive 
In workmanſhip, and value; which, I wonder'd, 
Could be ſo rarely and exactly wrought, 
Since the true life on't was | 
Peoſt. | | This is tr ue; 
And this you wich have heard of here, by me, 
| Or by ſome other. 
ache | ere bes 
Muſt juſtify my knowledge. 
Poſt. | LD they muſt, 
Or do your honour injury. 
Inch ons i 5 The chimney 
Is ſouth the chamber; and the chimney-piece, 
Chaſte Dian, bathing: never ſaw I figures 
So likely to report themſelves : the cutter 
Was as another nature, dumb ; outwent her, 
| Motion and breath left out. 
Poſt. e This is a thing, 
| Which you might from relation likewiſe reap 3 ; 
Being, as it is, much ſpoke of. | | 
Iach. | The roof o'the chamber 
With golden cherubins is fretted: Her andirons 
(I had forgot them) were two winking Cupids 
Of ſilver, each on one foot ſtanding, nicely 
Depending on their brands. 
Poſt. This is her honour !— _ 
Let it be granted, you have ſeen all this, (and praiſe _ 
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Be given to your remembrance, ) the deſcription 
Of what is in her chamber, nothing ſaves 
T he wager you have laid, | 
| lach. Then, if you can, 
| [ Pulling out the bracelet. 
Be pale; I beg but leave to air this jewel: See 
And now tis up again: It muſt be married 
To that your diamond; I'll keep them. 
N | Jove !— 
Once more let me behold ; it: Is 1 it that 
Which I left with her? N 
Iach. Sir, (I thank her.) that: 

She ſtripp'd it from her arm; I ſee her yet; 
Her pretty action did outſell her gift, 
And yet enrich'd it too: She gave it me, and ſaid, 
She priz'd it once. 


ä May oi ſhe Duck d! it off, 
T o ſend it me. 5 
8 She writes ſo to + you ? doth ſhe ? 


Poſt. O, no, no, no; 'tis true. Here, take this too; 
„ ' [Gives the ring. 
It is a baſiliſł unto mine eye, V 
Kills me to look on't :—Let there be no honour, 
Where there is beauty; truth, where ſemblance ; love, 
Where there's another man: The vows of women 
Of no more bondage be, to where they are made, 
Than they are to their virtues; which! 18 nothing: — 
O, above meaſure falſe! 
Phi. Ws —_—_ fir, 

And take your ring again ; *tis not yet won : 

It may be probable, ſhe loft it; or, 

Who knows if one of her women, . e 
Hath ſtolen it from her. 

„„ Very true; ; | 
And 
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And fo, I hope, he came by't :—Back my ring; 

Render to me ſome corporal fign about her, 

More evident than this; for this was ſtolen. 
Iach. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 


Poſt. Hark you, he ſwears ; by Jupiter he ſwears. 
?T1s true ;—nay, keep the ring—'tis true: I am * | 


She would not loſe it : her Oh IP RS are 


All ſworn, and honourable: — They induc'd to ſteal it! | 


And by a-ſtranger ?—No; he hath enjoy'd her: 
The cognizance of her ncontinency | 


Is this,—ihe hath bought the name of whore thus dearly.— 


There, take thy hire; and all the fiends of hell 
Divide themſelves between ound | 
Phi, di be patient 
This is not ſtrong enough i to de believ' d | 
Of one perſuaded well of | 


BL oo. BY Never talk on't: 
She hath been colted by him. OE | 
Mr | If you 1 


For further ſatisfying, under her breaſt 
(Worthy the preſling,) lies a mole, right proud 
Of that moſt delicate lodging : By my life, 

J kiſs'd it; and it gave me preſent hunger 
To feed again, though full. Fou do remember 
This ſtain upon „ 

. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another ſtain, as big as hell can hold, | 
Were there no more but „ 


VCC Will you hear more? | 
Poft. Spare your arithmetick: never count the turns; 


Once, and a million! 
lach. "I T Il be dom. 


Poſt. „ ſwearing. 


If you will ſwear you have not done t, you lie; 
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And J will kill thee, if thou doſt deny 
Thou haſt made me cuckold. 3 
Iach. | T will deny nothing. 
Poſt. O, that I had her here, to tear her limb-meal! 
I will go there, and do't; i'the court; before 
Her father ;—T'll do ſomething: 
Phi. Quite beſides 
The government of patience !—You have won: 
Let's follow him, and pervert the preſent wrath 
He hath n himſelf. | | 
lach, With all my heart, [Exeunt., 


(Exit, 


SCENE V. 
5 PRE 8 Another Room in the ſame. 
Enter POSTHUMUS. 


Poſt. 15 there no way for men to be, but women 
_ Muſt be half-workers? We are baſtards all; 
And that moſt venerable man, which I 
Did call my father, was I know not where 
When I was ſtamp'd; ſome coiner with his tools 
Made me a counterfeit : Yet my mother ſeem'd 
The Dian of that time: ſo doth my wife 
The nonpareil of this.—O vengeance, . | 
Me of my lawful pleaſure ſhe reſtrain'd, | 
And pray'd me, oft, forbearance: did it with 
A pudency fo roſy, the ſweet view on't 
Might well have warm'd old Saturn; that I thought her 
As chaſte as unſunn'd ſnow :—O, all the devils!— 
This yellow Tachimo, in an hour, —was't not? 
Or leſs,—at firſt : Perchance he ſpoke not ; but, 
1 A full- acorn'd boar, a German one, 


Cry'd, 
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Cry'd, oh and mounted: found no oppoſition 
But what he look'd for ſhould oppoſe, and ſhe | 
Should from encounter guard. Could I find out 
The woman's part in me! For there's no motion 
That tends to vice in man, but J affirm | 
It is the woman's part: Be it lying, note it, 
The woman's flattering, hers; deceiving, hers ; 
Luſt and rank thoughts, hers, hers; revenges, hers ; 
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, diſdain, 
Nice longings, ſlanders, mutability, 
All faults that may be nam'd, nay, that hell knows, | 
Why, hers, in part, or all; but, rather, all: 
For ev'n to vice 
They are not conſtant, but are changing fill 
One vice, but of a minute old, for one | 
Not half fo old as that. I'll write againſt them, 
Deteſt them, curſe them: Vet tis greater (kill 
In a true hate, to pray they have their will! | 
The very devils cannot plague them better. [ Exzt, 


ACT 
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JJ 


Britain. 4 Room of State in Cymbeline's Palace, 


Entcr CYMBELINE, Queen, CLOTEN, and Lords, at one 
door; and at another, Caius Lucivs, and Attendants, 


m. Now ſay, what would Auguſtus Cæſar with us? 
Luc. When Julius Cæſar (whoſe remembrance yet 

Lives in men's eyes; and will to ears, and tongues, 

Be theme, and hearing ever,) was in this Britain, 

And conquer'd it, Caſſibelan, thine uncle, 

(Famous in Cæſar's praiſes, no whit leſs 

Than in his feats deſerving it,) for him, 

And his ſucceſſion, granted Rome a tribute, 5 

Yearly three thouſand pounds; which by thee lately 

Is left untender'd. 1 


Queen. And, to kill the marvel, 3 5 
Shall be ſo ever. F555 
Clo. There be many Cæſars, 


Ere ſuch other Julias. Britain is | 
A world by itſelf; and we will nothing pay, 
For wearing our own nofes. 5 
e That opportunity, | | | 
Which then they had to take from us, to reſume | We 
We have again.— Remember, fir, my liege, 5 \ 
The kings your anceſtors ; together with 

The natural bravery of your iſle; which ſtands 
As Neptune's park, ribbed and paled in 

With rocks unſcaleable, and roaring waters; 
With ſands, that will not bear your enemies? boats, 
But ſuck them up to the top-maſt, A kind of conqueſt 
„5 D ns Cæſar 
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: Cæſar made here; but made not here his brig 

Of, came, and ſan, and overcame : with ſhame 

(The firſt that ever touch'd him,) he was carried 

From off our coaſt, twice beaten ; and his ſhipping 

(Poor 1gnorant baubles! on our terrible ſeas, 

Like egg-ſhells mov'd upon their ſurges, crack'd 

As eaſily *gainſt our rocks : For joy whereof, 

The fam'd Caſſibelan, who was once at point 

(O, giglot fortune!) to maſter Cæſar's ſword, 

Made Lud's town with rejoicing fires bright, 

And Britons ſtrut with courage. 

| Clo. Come, there's no more tribute to be paid : Our 

kingdom is ſtronger than it was at that time; and, as I 

faid, there is no more ſuch Cæſars: other of them may 

have crook” d noſes ; but, to owe ſuch POR arms, none, 
Cym. Son, let your mother end. ; 
Clo. We have yet many among us can oripe as bard as | 

| Caſſibelan : I do not ſay, Iam one; but I have a hand. 

Why tribute? why ſhould we pay tribute? If Cæſar can 


hide the ſun from us with a blanket, or put the moon in 


his pocket, we will pay him tribute for light ; elſe, fir, no 

more tribute, pray you now. | 
Cym. You muſt know, 

Till the injurious Romans did extort 9 

This tribute from us, we were free: Cæſar's ambition, 

(Which ſwell'd fo much, that it did almoſt ſtretch | 

be ſides o'the world,) againſt all colour, here 

Did put the yoke upon us; which to ſhake off, 

Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon _ 

Ourſelves to be. We do ſay then to Cæſar, 

Our anceſtor was that Mulmutius, which  _ 

Ordain'd our laws; (whoſe uſe the ſword of Cæſar 

Hath too much mangled ; whole repair, and franchiſe, 8 
dhall, by the power? we hold, be our r good deed, 


T Hough 
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Though Rome be therefore angry ;) Mulmutius, 

Who was the firſt of Britain, which did put 

His brows within a golden crown, and call'd 
Himſelf a king. | 

%s 8 Cymbeline, 

That I am to pronounce Auguſtus Cæſar 

(Cæſar, that hath more kings his ſervants, than 
Thyſelf domeſtick officers,) thine enemy: 

Receive it from me then: War, and confuſion, 
In Cæſar's name pronounce I gainſt thee : look 

For fury not to be reſiſted ;—Thus dety'd, 

I thank thee for myſelf. | XY 

Co. Thou art welcome, Caius, 

Thy Cæſar knighted me; my youth I ſpent. 

Much under him; of him I gather'd honour z | | 
Which he, to ſeek of me again, perforce, 

- Behoves me keep at utterance ; I am perfect, 

That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 

Their liberties, are now in arms: a precedent 
Which, not to read, would ſhow the Britons cold: 

80 Cæſar ſhall not find them. | 


Luc. | 5 | Let proof . 


Clo. His majeſty bids you welcome. Make paſtime with 
us a day, or two, or longer: If you ſeek us afterwards in 


other terms, you ſhall find us in our ſalt- water girdle: if 
you beat us out of it, it is yours; if you fall in the ad- 


venture, our crows ſhall fare the better for you; and 


there's an end. 
Luc. So, ſir. 


m. I know your maſter' 8 pleaſure, and * mine: 


All the remain is, welcome. be 5 Erxeunt. 


5 SCENE | 
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-- SCENE II. 
Another Room in the ſame. 
Enter PI SANIO. 


Piſ. How! of adultery ? Wherefore write you not 

What monſter's her accuſer ?—Leonatus! _ 

O, matter! what a ſtrange infection 

Is fallen into thy ear? What falſe Italian 

(As poiſonous tongu'd, as handed,) hath prevail'd 

On thy too ready hearing ?—Diſloyal ? No: _ 
She's puniſh'd for her truth; and undergoes, 

More goddeſs-like than Wi ne, ſuch aſſaults 
As would take in ſome virtue. — O, my maſter! 
Thy mind to her is now as low, as were 
Thy fortunes. Howl that I ſhould murder her? 
Upon the love, and truth, and vows, which I 
Have made to thy command ?—I, her ?—her blood? 
If it be ſo to do good ſervice, never | 
Let me be counted ſerviceable. How look „ 

That I ſhould ſeem to lack humanity, 

So much as this fact comes to? Do't: The letter [Reading. 
That I have ſent her, by her owon command 
Shall give thee opportunity: O damn'd paper! | 
Black as the ink that's on thee ! Senſeleſs bauble, 
Art thou a feodary for this act, and look't 
So virgin-like without? Lo, here ſhe comes, 


Enter IMOGEN. 


IT am Lonornat in what I am commanded. 
| Ino. How now, Pianio? 
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Piſ. Ma lam, here is a letter from my lord. 
s Who? thy lord? that is my lord? Leonatus ? 
, learn'd indeed were that aſtronomer, _ 
i he knew the ttars, as I hs characters ; 
_ He'd lay the future open.—You good gods, 
Let what is here contain'd reliſh of love, 
Of my lord's health, of his content, yet not, 
That we two are aſunder, let that grieve him,. — 
(Some griefs are med'cinable ;) that is one of them, 
For it doth phyſick love ;z—of his content, 
All but in that Good wax, thy leave :—Bleſt be, 
You bees, that make theſe locks of counſel ! Lovers, 
And men in dangerous bonds, pray not alike; 
Though forfeiters you caſt in priſon, yet © 
| You claſp young wr S Abies ο news, gods! 


. 


Juſtice, and your der s wvrath, ſboull ze tale me in * 
dominion, could not be ſo cruel io me, as you, O the deareſt of 
creatures, would not even renew me with your eyes, Tale 


notice, that I am in Cambria, at Milford-Hawven : What your 
own love will, out of this, adviſe you, follow. So, he wijhes 
you all happineſs, that remains 4 to his vow, and Jour, in- 
creaſing iu love, 


3 arus Posruvuus. 8 


O, for a horſe with wings Hear'ſt thou, Piſanio? 
He is at Milford-Haven: Read, and tell me 
How far tis thither. If one of mean affairs 

May plod it in a week, why may not I 

Glide thither in a day ?—Then, true Piſanio, 
(Who long'ſt, like me, to ſee thy lord ; who long” ſt. 
O, let me *bate,—but not like me 3 long' t,— 

1 But 1 in a inder kind 0, not like me; 


E . 1 For 


— — ——— äjwju — 
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For mine's beyond beyond,) fay, and ſpeak. 1 thick, 
(Love's counſellor ſhould fill the bores of hearing, 
To the ſmothering of the ſenſe,) how far it is 
To this ſame bleſſed Milford : And, by the way, 
Tell me how Wales was made ſo happy, as 
To inherit ſuch a haven : But, firit of all, 
How we may ſteal from hence ; and, for the gap 
That we ſhall make in time, from our hence-going, 
And our return, to excuſe :—but firſt, how get hence: 
Why ſhould excuſe be born or e'er begot? 
We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr'ythee, ſpeak, | 
How many ſcore of miles may we well ride fp 
Twixt hour and hour? LY 
„ One ſcore, twixt ſun and ſun, 

Madam, 's enough for you; and too much too. 

Ino. Why, one that rode to his execution, man, 
Could never go ſo flow: I have heard of riding wagers, 
Where horſes have been nimbler than the ſands | 
That run i' the clock's behalf But this is foolery :— 
Go, bid my. woman feign a ſickneſs ; ſay Fe 
She'll home to her father : and provide me, preſently, 


A riding ſuit; no coſther than would fit 


A franklin's houſew ike. | 
WK | Madam; you're beſt conkider; 
Ino. I ſee before me, man, nor here, nor here, 

Nor what enſues; but have a fog in them, 

That I cannot look through. Away, I pr 'ythee ; 

Do as I bid thee: There's no more to ſay; - 

Acceſſible is none but Milford way. A 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
Wales. 4 mountainous Country, with a Cave. 
Enter BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, and ARVIRAGUS» 


Bel. A goodly day not to keep houſe, with ſuch 
Whoſe roof's as low as ours! Stoop, boys: This gate 
Inſtructs you how to adore the heavens; and bows you 
To morning's holy office: The gates of monarchs 
Are arch'd ſo high, that giants may jet through 
And keep their impious turbands on, without 
Good morrow to the ſun.— Hail, thou fair heaven! 
We houſe i' the rock, yet uſe thee not ſo ny 

As prouder livers do. 5 | 
Wn. - Hail, heaven! 

„ Hail, heaven! 
Bel. Now, for our mountain ſport: Up to yon hill, 
Your legs are young; I'll tread theſe flats. Conſider, 

When you above perceive me like a crow, 
That it is place, which leſſens, and ſets off. 5 
And you may then revolve what tales I have told 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war : 
This ſervice is not ſervice, ſo being done, 
But being ſo allow'd : To apprehend thus, 
Draws us a profit from all things we ſee: 
And often, to our comfort, ſhall we find 
The ſharded beetle in a ſafer hold | 
Than is the full-wing'd eagle. O, this life 
Is nobler, than attending for a check; 
| Richer, than doing nothing for a bak 
Prouder, than ruſtling in unpaid-for l : 
Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine, 
TG . his hook uncroſs'd : no life to ours. 
* 2 3 
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Gui. Out of your proof you ſpeak : we, poor unfledg” d, 

Have never wing'd from view o' the neſt ; nor know not 
What air's from home. Haply, this life is beſt, 

If quiet lite be belt; ſweeter to you, 

That have a ſharper known; well correſponding 

With your ſtiff age: but, unto us, it is 
A cell of ignorance; travelling abed; 

A priſon for a debtor, chat not dares 
To ſtride a limit. 

Arv. What mould we ſpeak of, 
When we are old as you ? when we ſhall hear 

'The rain and wind beat dark December, how, 

In this our pinching cave, ſhall we diſcourſe _ 

The fre zing hours away? We have ſeen nothing: 

We are bealily; ſubtle as the fox, for prey; 

Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat: 

Our valour is, to chace what flies; our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the priſon d bird, 

And ſing our n. freely. 

0. Ho you ſpeak! 
Did you but know the city's uſuries, 
And felt them knowingly: the art o' the court, 

As hard to leave, as keep; whoſe top to climb 

Is certain falling, or ſo ſlippery, that | 

'The fear's as bad as falling: the toil of the war, 

A pain that only ſeems to ſeek out danger 

I' the name of fame, and honour; which dies r the ſearch) 3 
And hath as oft a ſlanderous epitaph, 
As record of fair act; nay, many times, 

Doth ill deſerve by dans well; what's worſe, 

Muſt court'ſy at the cenſure :—O, boys, this ſtory 
The world may read in me: My body's mark'd 
With Roman ſwords ; and my report was once 
Firſt with the beſt of note: Cymbeline lov'd me; 
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And when a ſoldier was the theme, my name 
Was not far off: Then was I as a tree, 


Whoſe boughs did bend with fruit : but, in one night, 
A ſtorm, or robbery, call it what you will, 


Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves, 


And left me bare to weather. 
Cui. Uncertain favour! 
Bel. My fault being nothing (as I have told you oft) 


But that two villains, whoſe falſe oaths prevail'd 


Before my perfect honour, ſwore to Cymbeline, 


I was confederate with the Romans: ſo, 


Follow'd my baniſhment ; and, this twenty years, 


This rock, and theſe demeſnes, have been my world: 


Where I have liv'd at honeſt freedom; pay*d 
More pisùs debts to heaven, than in all 
The fore- end of my time.—But, up to the mountains; 3 


5 This is not hunters' language: — He, that ſtrikes 
The veniſon firſt, ſhall be the lord o' the feaſt; 
To him the other two ſhall miniſter; 


And we will fear no poiſon, which attends 


= In place of ny: ſtate, I'll meet you in the valleys. 


[Exeunt Gul. and ARV. 


| How hard it is, to 1140 the ſparks of nature 


Theſe boys know little, they are ſons to the king; ; 


Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 


They think, they are mine: and, though train'd up thus 
meanly 


I' the cave, wherein they bow, their . do hit 


The roofs of palaces; and nature prompts them, 
In ſimple and low things, to prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore,— 
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom _ 
The king his father call'd Guiderius,—Jove | 


When on my three-foot ſtool I fit, and tell 


E 4 1 The 
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Gui. Out of your proof you ſpeak : we, poor unfledg'd, 
Have never wing'd from view o' the neſt ; nor know not 
What air's from home. Haply, this li 1 is beſt, | 
If quiet lite be beſt ; ſweeter to you. 

That have a ſharper Known; well edi. 
With your {bf age: but, unto us, it is 

A cell of 1gnorance; travelling abed ; 

A priſon for a debtor, that not dares 

To ſtride a limit. 3 3 

A What ſhould we ſpeak of, 
When we are old as you? when we ſhall hear 
'T he rain and wind beat dark December, how, 

In this our pinching cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 
The fre zing hours away? We have ſeen nothing : 
We are bealily; ſubtle as the fox, for prey; 

Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat: 
SOur valour is, to chace what flies ; our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the priſon'd bird. 
And ſing our bongag freely. 

Bel. | How you ſpeak | 
Did you but ken the city's uſuries, 

And felt them knowingly: the art o' the court, 
As hard to leave, as keep; whoſe top to climb 
Is certain falling, or ſo ſlippery, that 

The fear's as bad as falling : the toil of the war, 
A. pain that only ſeems to ſeek out danger 

T' the name of fame, and honour; which dies i“ the ſearch; 
And hath as oft a {landerous epitaph, | 

As record of fair act; nay, many times, 

Doth ill deſerve by doing well; what's worſe, 
Muſt court'ſy at the cenſure :—O, boys, this tory 
The wor'd may read in me: My body's mark'd 
With Roman ſwords ; and my report was once 
Firſt with the beſt of note: Cymbeline lov'd me; 


g . And 
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And when a ſoldier was the theme, my name 

Was not far off: Then was I as a tree, 

Whoſe boughs did bend with fruit : but, in one night, 

A ſtorm, or robbery, call it what you will, 

Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves, 

And left me bare to weather. 
pp L Uncertain favour! | 
Bel. My fault being nothing (as I have told you oft) 

But that two villains, whoſe falſe oaths prevail'd 

Before my perfect honour, ſwore to Cymbeline, 

I was confederate with the Romans: ſo, 

Follow'd my baniſhment; and, this twenty years, 

This rock, and theſe demeſnes, have been my world: 
Where I have liv'd at honeſt freedom; pay'd | 

More pious debts to heaven, than in all 

The fore-end of my time.—But, up to the mountains; * 

This is not hunters' language: — He, that ſtrikes 

The veniſon firſt, ſhall be the lord o' the feaſt; 

To him the other two ſhall miniſter ; 

And we will fear no poiſon, which attends 

In place of greater ſtate, I'll meet you in the valleys. 


[Exeunt Gul. and ARV. 


How hard it is, to hide the ſparks of nature ! 
Theſe boys know little, they are ſons to the ing; ; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 


They think, they are mine: and, hong train d * thus 


meanly 
I' the cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 
The roofs of palaces; and nature prompts them, 
In ſimple and low things, to prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore,— 
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The king his father call'd Guiderius, — Jove! 
When on my three-toot ſtool I ſit, and tell 
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The alike feats I have done, his ſpirits fly out 

Into my ſtory : ſay,—Thus mine enemy fell; | 

And thus IT ſet my foot on his neck ; even then 

The princely blood flows in his cheek, he ſweats, 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himſelf in poſture 
That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal, 
(Once, Arviragus,) in as like a figure, 

Strikes life into my ſpeech, and ſhows much more 

His own conceiving, Hark! the game is rous'd !— 

O Cymbeline! heaven, and my conſcience, knows, 
Thou didſt unjuſtly baniſh me: whereon, 

At three, and two years old, I ſtole theſe babes; 
Thinking to bar thee of ſucceſſion, as 

Thou reft'ſt me of my lands. Euriphile, 

Thou waſt their nurſe ; they took thee for their mother, 
And every day do honour to her grave : 

Myſelf, Belarius, that am Morgan call'd, 

They take for natural father. The game is up. [Exit. 


SCENE IV. 
| Near Milford-Haven, 
Enter Pisax10 and IMOGEN, . 


Imo. Thou told'ſt me, when we came from horſe, the place 
Was near at hand :—Ne'er long'd my mother ſo 

To ſee me firſt, as I have now ;—Piſanio! Man! 

Where is Poſthamns ? What is in thy mind, 

That makes thee ſtare thus? Wherefore breaks that ſigh 
From the inward of thee ? One, but painted thus, | 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd | 
Beyond ſelf-explication : Put thyſelf 

Into a haviour of leſs fear, ere wildneſs 

5 :  Vanquiſh 
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| Vanquiſh my ſtaider ſenſes. What's the matter! 


Why tender'ſt thou that paper to me, with 

A look untender ? If it be ſummer news, 

Smile to't before: if winterly, thou need'ſt 

But keep that countenance ſtill.— My huſband's hand! 
That drug-damn'd Italy hath out-craftied him, 


And he's at ſome hard point.—Speak, man; thy tongue 


May take off ſome extremity, which to read 


| Would be even mortal to me. 


PRs | '-. Peale you, read ; 
And you ſhall find me, wretched man, a lag. 
The moſt difdain'd of fortune. 


Ino. [Reads.] Thy miſtreſs, Piſanio, hath play'd the ſtrum- 
pet in my bed; the teſtimonies whereof lie bleeding in me. I 
ſpeak not out of weak ſurmiſes ; but from proof as ſtrong as my 
grief, and as certain as I expect my revenge. That part, thou, 
Piſanio, muſt act for me, if thy faith be not tainted wwith the 
breach of hers. Let thine own hands take away ber life: I 


hall give thee opportunities at Milford-Haven : e hath my 
letter for the Purpoſe : Where, if thou fear to ſtrike, and to 
make me certain it is done, thou art the Pandar to her diſhonour, 


and equally to me di loyal. 


Pi What ſhall I need to draw my (word ? the paper 
Hath cut her throat already.—No, tis ſlander ; 
Whoſe edge is ſharper than the ſword ; whoſe tongue 
Outvenoms all the worms of Nile ; whoſe breath 


Rides on the poſting winds, and doth belie 


All corners of the world: kings, queens, and ſtates, 


Maids, matrons, nay, the ſecrets of the grave 


This viperous ſlander enters.—What cheer, madam ? 
Ino. Falſe to his bed! What is it, to be falſe ? 
To lie in watch there, and to think on him? 


1,728 
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To weep 'twixt clock and clock ? if 4205 charge nature, 

To break it with a fearful dream of him, 

And cry myſelf awake? that's falſe to his bed ? 

Is it ? 

Piſ. Alas, good lady! 

Imo. I falſe? Thy conſcience witneſs: :—Jachimo, 
Thou didſt accuſe him of incontinency ; | 
Thou then look*dſt like a villain ; now, methinks, | 
Thy favour's good enough. —Soine } jay of Italy, _ 
Whoſe mother was her painting, hath betray'd him : 
Poor I am ſtale, a garment out of faſhion 
And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls, 

I muſt be ripp'd :—to pieces with me O, 

Men's vows are women's traitors! All good ſeeming, 
By thy revolt, O huſband, ſhall be thought 

Put on for villainy; not born, where 't grows; 

But worn, a bait for ladies. SY 
A Good madam, hear me. 
Ino. True honeſt men being heard, like falſe ZEneas, 

Were, in his time, thought falſe ; and Sinon's weeping | 

Did ſcandal many a holy tear; took pity. 

From moſt true wretchedneſs: So, thou, Poſthumus, 

Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men 

 Goodly, and gallant, ſhall be falſe, and perjur'd, 

From thy great fail.—Come, fellow, be thou honeft : 

Do thou thy maſter's bidding: When thou ſee'ſt him, 

A little witneſs my obedience : Look ! 

I draw the ſword myſelf: take it; and hit 

The innocent manſion of my love, my heart : 

Fear not; tis empty of all things, but grief: 

Thy maſter is not there; who was, indeed, 

The riches of it: Do his bidding; ſtrike. 

Thou may ſt be valiant in a better cauſe; 

But now thou ſeem'ſt a coward. 


Piſ- 
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Pie i 10 | Hence, vile ingrument! 
Thou malt not damn my hand. 
Ino. Why, I muſt die; 


And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 


No ſervant of thy maſter's: Againſt ſelf-laughter 


There is a prohibition ſo divine, | 
That cravens my weak hand. Come, here's my heart ; 
Somethin .”s afore 't ;—Soft, ſoft ; we'll no defence; 
Obedient as the ſcabbard.—W hat is here? 

The ſcriptures of the loyal Leonatus, 


All turn'd to hereſy? Away, away, 

Corrupters of my faith! you ſhall no more 

Be ſtomachers to my heart! Thus may poor fools 
Believe falſe teachers: Though thoſe that are betray'd 


Do feel the treaſon ſharply, yet the traitor _ 
Stands in worſe caſe of woe. 

And thou, Poſthamvs, thou that did'f ſet up 
My diſobedience gainſt the king my father, 
And make me put into contempt the ſuits 

Of princely fellows, ſhalt hereafter find 

It is no act of common paſlage, but 

A ftrain of rareneſs: and I grieve myſelf, 


To think, when thou ſhalt be diſedg'd by her 
That now thou tir'ſt on, how thy memory 


Will then be pang'd by me.—Pr'ythee, deſpatch ; 
The la nb entreats the butcher : Where's thy knife? 
Thou art too flow to do thy maſter's — 


When I deſire it too. 


* | — 4. gracious lady, 
Since I receiv'd command to do this ma 
I have not ſlept one wink. 


Ino. Do 't, and to bed 1 

Piſ. Il wake mine ne blind firſt. | 0 

Im, Wherefore then 
7 Did 
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Didſt undertake it ? Why haſt thou abus'd 
So many miles, with a pretence ? this place ? 
Mine action, and thine own? our horſes” labour? 
The time inviting thee? the perturb'd court, 
For my being abſent ; whereunto I never 
_ Purpoſe return? Why haſt thou gone ſo far, 
To be unbent, when thou haſt ta'en thy ſtand, 


The elected deer before thee? 


* But to vin time 5 
To loſe ſo bad es WAH in the which 
I have confider'd of a courle ; Good lady, 
Hear me with patience, | | 
no. 5 Talk thy tongue weary 3 ; ſpeak: 
T have heard, I am a ſtrumpet; and mine ear, 
Therein falſe ſtruck, can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent to bottom that. But ſpeak. | 
Piſ. | Then, madam, 
I thought you would not back again. 15 
Ino. Moſt like; 
Bringing me here to kill VVV 
. Sor, e er: 
But if I were-as wiſe as honeſt, then 
My purpoſe would prove well. It cannot be, 
But that my maſter is abus d! 
Some villain, ay, and ſingular in his art, 
Hath done you both this curſed injury. 
Ino. Some Roman courtezan. | 
Piſ. | No, on my life. 
I'll give but notice you are dead, and ſend him 
Some bloody ſign of it; for 'tis commanded 
I ſhould do ſo: You hall be miſs d at wort. 

And that will well confirm it. he | 
Ino. . Why, good fellow,? 3 
What — I do the while ? Where bide ? How live? 

Or 
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Or in my life what comfort, when I am 
Dead to my huſband ? 
__ If you'll back to the court.— 
Imo. No court, no father; nor no more ado 
With that harſh, noble, ſimple, nothing; 
That Cloten, whoſe love-ſuit hath been to me 
As fearful as a ſiege. | 


Pif. | If not at court, 
Then not in Britain muſt you bide. 
Imo. | | Where then ? ? 


Hath Britain all the fan that ſhines ? Day, night, 


Are they not but in Britain? I' the world's volume 


Our Britain ſeems as of it, but not in it; 

In a great pool, a ſwan's neſt : Pr” e think 
There's livers out of Britain. | 

N I. am moſt glad 
You think of other place. The embaſſador, 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford-Haven 
To-morrow: Now, if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune 1s ; and but diſguiſe 
That, which, to appear itſelf, muſt not yet be, 
But dy ſelf-danger; you ſhould tread a courſe 
Pretty, and full of view: yea, haply, near 
The reſidence of Poſthumus; ſo nigh, at leaſt, 
That though his actions were not viſible, yet 
Report ſhould render him —_— to N ear, 
As truly as he moves. 

Imo. | e, FOX ſuch means | 
Though peril to my modeſiy, not death on't, 

I would adventure, 

Piſ. Well then, here's the point: : 
You muſt forget to be a woman; change 
Command into obedience ; fear, and niceneſs, 
(The handmaids of all women, or, more truly, 


61 


Woman 


= L - 7 Ye 
_ OY - - 
—” wy — 5 8 p — = = * 
„ ——_ 's - — 223 29 
. A 8 
— RATS 22 : 
„„ ac - - — 


n 
— l 7 8 


. 62 | CYMBELINE. | Act 111. 


Woman its pretty ſelf,) to a waggiſh courage; 
Ready in gibes, quick-anſwer'd, ſaucy, and 
As quarrellous as the weaſel: nay, you muſt 
Forget that rareſt treaſure of your cheek, 
| Expoſing it (but, O, the harder heart! 
Alack, no remedy!) to the greedy touch 
Of common- kiſſing Titan; and forget 
Your labourfome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 
„ | Nay, be brief « 
I ſee into thy end, and am almoſt 
A man already, 
BY / make yourſelf but like one, 
Fore-thinking this, I have already fit 
(Tis in my cloak-bag,) doublet, hat, hoſe, all 
That anſwer to them : Would you, in their ferving, 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of ſuch a ſeaſon, fore noble Lucius 
Preſent yourſelf, defire his ſervice, tell him 
Wherein you are happy, (which you'll make him know, 
If that his head have ear in muſick,) doubtleſs, 
With joy he will embrace you; for he's honourable, 
And, doubling that, moſt holy. Your means abroad 
'You have me, rich; and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor fupplyment, 1 
Ins. © Thou art all the NE WY, 
The gods will dint me with. Pr'ythee, away: 
There's more to be conſider'd; but we'll even 
All that good time will give us: This pe: 
I'm foldier to, and will abide it with 
A prince's courage. Away, I pr 'ythee. | 7 905 
Piſ. Well, madam, we muſt take a ſhort farewell; 
Leſt, being miſs'd, I be ſuſpected of 
Your N from the court. My noble miſtreſs, 
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Here is a box; I had it from the queen; 
What's in't is precious: if you are ſick at ſea, 
Or ſtomach-qualm'd at land, a dram of this 
Will drive away diſtemper.— To ſome ſhade, 
And fit you to your manhood 5 the wo” 
Direct you to the beſt! 5 


Imo. Amen 1 thank thee, ¶Exeunt. 


SCENE v. 
A Room in Cymbeline's Palace, | 


Enter CYMBELINE, Queen, CLoren, Lvervs, and 
Lords. 8 | 


Gym. Thus 5 and lo farewell. 
my 5g e Thanks, royal ſir. 


E My poder r bath wrote; I muſt from hence; 


And am right ſorry, chat I maſt report ye 
My maſter's enemy. 

x, . Our ſubjects, fir, | 
Will not endure his yoke; and for ourſelf 


To ſhow leſs ſovereignty than they, muſt needs 
Appear unkinglike. | 


W fir, I defire of ne 
A conduct over land, to Milford-Haven.— 


Madam, all joy befal your grace, and you! 


Om. My lords, you are appointed fer; that office; 


The due of honour in no point omit :— 
: So, farewell, noble Lucius. 


JJ)%%% ͤͤ ior None hand, my SY | 
Co. Receive it friendly: but from this time forth 


I wear it as your enemy. 
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| Luc. 8 Sir, the event 
Is yet to name the winner: Fare you well. 
m. Leave not the worthy Lucius, od.1 my lords, | 
Till be bare croſs' d the Severn, —Happineſs 1 5 
e [Exeunt Lucius, and Lords. 
Qleen. He goes hence frowning : but it honours us, 
That we have given. him cauſe. „ 1 
... | Tis all the better; 
Vour valiant Britons have their wiſhes in it. | 
m. Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore, ripely, 
Our chariots and our horſemen be in readineſs ; 
The powers that he already hath in Gallia 


185 Will ſoon be drawn to head, from whence he moves 


His war for Britain. 550 

Queen, Iis not ſleepy buſineſs; 
But muſt be look'd to ſpeedily, and ſtrongly. 

m. Our expectation that it would be thus, 

Hath made us forward. But, my gentle queen, 

Where is our daughter? She hath not appear d 

Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd 

The duty of the day: She looks us ike 

A thing more made of malice, than of duty ; 

We have noted it.—Call her before us; for 

We have been too > ſlight 1 in ſufferance. e 

| I, [Exit an Attendant. | 

* VVV 

Since the exile of Poſthumus, moſt retir*'d | 
Hath her life been ; the cure whereof, my lord, 

Tis time muſt do. Beſeech your majeſty, 

Forbear ſharp ſpeeches to her: She's a lady 

So tender of rebukes, that words are nes, p 

And ſtrokes death to her. © 


3 WE Re- 
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Re-enter an Attendant, 


—_— | Whereis ſhe, fir? How 
Can her contempt be anſwer'd ? 
Hiten, | Pleaſe you, fir, 


Her chambers are all lock'd; and there's no anſwer 
That will be given to the loud'ſt of noiſe we make, 


Queen. My lord, when laſt I went to viſit her, 


She pray'd me to excuſe her keeping cloſe; 

| Whereto conſtrain'd by her infirmity, 

She ſhould that duty leave unpaid to you, 
Which daily ſhe was bound to proffer : this 

She wiſh'd me to make known; but our great court 
Made me to blame i in memory. 


Cm „„ doors lock d? 


Not ſeen of late? a heavens, that, which I fear, 
Prove falſe! 27% OE . 5 


Queen, Son, I ſay, follow the king. 
_ Clo. That man of hers, Piſanio, her old ſervant, | 


I have not ſeen theſe two days. 


—— | Go, look after.— 


Or, wing'd with fervour of her love, ſhe's flown 


To her defir'd Poſthimus : Gone ſhe is 

Jo death, or to diſnonour; and my end 

Can make good uſe of either: She being down, 
| I Ages the e of the Britiſh crown. 
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| [ Exit CLOTEN, 

| Piſanio, thou that nand'ſ: FA for Poſthimus !— 
He hath a drug of mine: I pray, his abſence. 
Proceed by ſwallowing that ; for he believes 

It is a thing moſt precious. But for her, 

Where is ſhe gone? Haply, deſpair hath ſeiz d her; 
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Re-enter CLOTEN. 


How now, my ſon? 

os + © "Tis certain, ſhe is fled: 

Go in, and cheer the King; he rages 3 none 

Dare come about him. 

Queen. All the better: May 

This night foreſtall him of the TONY day! 
| [Exit Queen. 

Cho. I love, and hate her : for ſhe's fair and royal ; 

And that ſhe hath all courtly parts more exquiſite 

Than lady, ladies, woman; from every one 

'The beſt ſhe hath, and ſhe, of all compounded, 

Outſells them all: I love her therefore; But, 

Diſdaining me, and throwing favours on | 

The low Poſthümus, ſlanders ſo her Judgment, 

That what's elſe rare, is chok'd ; and, in that point, 

I will conclude to hate her, 1475 indeed, 

To be reveng'd upon her. For, when fools 


Enter PIs AN To. 


Shall Who is here? What! are you packing, firrah ? 
Come hither : Ah, you precious pandar! Villain, 
Where is thy lady! In a word; or elſe 
Thou art ſtraightway with the sends. e 
Pa. - o, good my lord! | 
Clo. Where! 18 thy lady ? or, „ by Jupiter, | 
I will not aſk again. Cloſe villain, 
I'll have this ſecret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Is ſhe with Poſthimus ? 
From whoſe ſo many weights of balken cannot 
A dram of worth be drawn. 
Piſ. %%% 5 my lord, 
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How can ſhe be with him ? When was he miſs d? 


He 1 is in Rome, 
. Where is "OP ar! ? Conte nearer ; 3 


No further halting: ſatisfy me home, 
What is become of her? 


Fi. O, my hoe lord! | 
. . All-worthy villain l 
Diſcover where thy miſtreſs 1 is, at once, 


At the next word,—No more of worthy lord,— 


Speak, or thy filence on the inſtant is 
Thy condemnation and thy death. 5 
Fi. Then, ſir, 


This paper is the hiſtory of my knowledge 
— Touching her flight. 


Ch. e Let's ſee t:—1 will * her 


| Even to Auguſtus throne. 


Piſ. 5 this, or periſh, 
She's far enough ; and what he learns by this, 


May prove his travel, not her danger. : [4p 


.. Humh! 
Piſ. I'Il write to my end, ſhe's dead, O Imogen, 


Safe may*ſt thou wander, fafe return again ! IA. 


Co. Sirrah, is this letter true ? 5 
Piſ. | Sir, as I think, 


Ch. It is Poſthumus' hand; I know't.—Sirrah, if thou 
would'ſt not be a villain, but do me true ſervice; undergo 
thoſe employments, wherein I ſhould have cauſe to uſe 
| thee, with a ſerious induſtry, —that is, what villainy ſoe'er 
I bid thee do, to perform it, directly and truly, —I would 
think thee an honeſt man: thou ſhould'ſt neither want 
muy means for thy relief, nor my voice for thy e 


Piſ. Well, my good lord. 


Co. Wilt thou ſerve me? For ſince patiently and con- | 
ſang thou haſt ſtuck to the bare fortune of that beggar 
Es: Poſthymus, 


[ Preſenting a letter, 
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Poſthumus, thou canſt not in the courſe of gratitude but 


be a diligent follower of mine. Wilt thou ſerve me? 
Piſ. Sir, I will. 


Clo. Give me thy hand, here's my porte. Hiſt any of 


tby late maſter's garments in thy poſſeſſion? 


5 have, my lord, at my lodging, the ſame ſuit he | 


wore when he took leave of my lady and miſtreſs. 


Clo. The firſt ſervice thou doſt me, fetch that ſuit hi- 


ther: let it be thy firſt fervice go. 


1 I ſhall, my lord. (xi. 
Co. Meet thee at Milford-Haven Wi forgot to aſk him 


one thing; I'll remember't anon :—Even there, thou vil- 


lain Poſthumus, will T Kill thee, —I would, theſe garments 
were come. She ſaid upon a time, (the bitterneſs of it I now | 


belch from my heart,) that ſhe held the very garment of 


Poſthumus in more reſpe&t than my noble and natural 


perſon, together with the adornment of my qualities. 


With that ſuit upon my back, will I raviſh her: Firſt kill 


him, and in her eyes; there ſhall ſhe ſee my valour, which 


will then be a torment to her contempt, He on the 


ground, my ſpeech of inſultment ended on his dead 
body,—and when my luſt hath dined, (which, as I ſay, to 


vex her, 1 will execute in the clothes that ſhe ſo prais'd,) 
to the court I'll knock her back, foot her home again. 


She hath deſpiſed me e and III be merry in my 


| revenge. | 


Re-enter PrsAnto, avith the clothes 


5 Be thoſe the Farmients 3 F. 


Piſ. Ay, my noble lord. 
Co. How long is't ſince me went to Milford.Haven: ? 
Piſ. She can ſcarce be there yet. 
Elo. 1 this apparel to my chamber; that is the ſe- 
cond 
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cond thing that I have commanded thee : the third is, that 
thou wilt be a voluntary mute to my deſign. Be but 
duteous, and true preferment ſhall tender itſelf to thee.— 
My revenge is now at Milford; Would [ had wings to 
follow it !—Come, and be true. | [ Exit. 
Piſ. Thou hidd'ſt me to my loſs : for, true to thee, 
Were to prove falſe, which I will never be, 
Jo him that is moſt true. To Milford go, | 
And find not her whom thou purſu'ſt. Flow, flow, 
You heavenly bleſſings, on her! This fool's ſpeed _ 
Be croſs'd with ſlowneſs; labour be his meed! Exit. 


SCENE | VI. 
Before the Cave of Belarius. 


Enter IMOGEN, in Boy' s Clothes | 


| Ino. 1 ſos, a man's life is a tedious one: 
I have tir'd myſelf; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I ſhould be ſick, 
But that my reſolution helps me. — Milford, 
3 When from the mountain top Piſanio ſhow'd thee, 
F Thou waſt within a ken: O Jove! I think, 
Foundations fly the wretched : ſuch, I mean, 
Where they ſhould be reliev'd. Two beggars told me, 
I could not miſs my way: Will poor folks lie, 
That have afflictions on them; knowing tis 
A puniſhment, or trial? Ves: no wonder, | 
When rich ones ſcarce tell true: To lapſe in fullneſs 
Is ſorer, than to lie for need; and falſehood 
Is worſe in kings, than beggars. —My dear lord! 
Thou art one o'the falſe ones: Now I think on thee, 
My hunger's gone; but even before, I was 
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At oolat to ſink for food But what i is this? 
Here is a path to it: Tis ſome ſavage hold: 
| T were beſt not call; I dare not call: yet famine, 
| Erecleanito 'erthrow nature, makes it valiant. 
Plenty, and peace, breeds cowards ; hardneſs ever 
Of hardineſs is mother. —Ho! who's here? | 
If any thing that's civil, ſpeak ; if ſavage, 
Take, or lend.—Ho !—No anſwer ? then III enter. 
Beſt draw my ſword; and if mine enemy 
But fear the ſword like me, he'll ſcarcely look on't. | 
Such a e, good heavens | [She goes into the caves 5 


Enter BELAKIUS, . and ARVIRAGUS: 


| Bel. You, Peine have prov'd beſt woodman, and 
Are maſter of the feaſt : Cadwal, and I, | 

Will play the cook, and ſervant ; tis our match: 

The ſweat of induſtry would dry, and die, 

But for the end it works to. Come; our ſtomachs 

Will make what's homely, ſavoury : Wearineſs 

Can ſnore upon the flint, when reſtive ſloth _ 

Finds the down pillow hard.—Now, peace be here, 
Poor houſe, that keep'ſt thyſelf! 

—— 1 am throughly weary. 
Arv. I am weak with toil, yet ſtrong in appetite. - 

Gui. There is cold meat i the cave; we'll brouze on 


. 
Whilſt what we have kill'd be cook'd. 8 
Bel. 1 Stay come not in: 
[ Looking in. 
But that it eats our vittuals, I thould think 6 Ros 
Here were a fairy. 
Guis What's the matter, ſir? 


Bel. By Jupiter, an angel! or, if not, 
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An earthly paragon \—Behold divinenels 
No elder than a boy 1 | 


A IMOGEN. 


Ino. Good maſters, harm me not: 


Before I enter'd here, I call'd; and thought 
To have begg'd, or bought, what I have took: Good 


troth, | 
1 have ſtolen nought ; nor eld not, though I had forind 
Gold ſtrew'd o'the floor. Here's money for my meat : 


I would have left it on the board, ſo ſoon 
As I had made my meal ; and parted 
With prayers for the provider, | 


Gui, | Money, youth ? 
Aro. All gold and fitver rather turn to dirt ! 


| As tis no better reckon'd, but of thoſe 


Who worſhip dirty gods. 
Imo. | I ſee, you are angry ; 


_ Know, if you kill me for my fault, I ſhould 


Have died, had I not made it. 
. | PE Whither bound ? 
Ino. r ſir. | 
. What is your name? 
Imo. Fidele, ſir: J have a kinſman, who 


Is bound for Italy; 5 he embark'd at Milford : 
To whom being going, almoſt ſpent with * 
I am fallen 1 in this offence. | 


Bel. . Pr'ythee, fair youth, 
Think us no churls; nor meaſure our good minds 


By this rude place we live in. Well encounter'd 


Tis almoſt night: you ſhall have better cheer 

Ere you depart; and thanks, to . and eat it.— 
Boys, bid him welcome, 
F 4 
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Ga. 555 Were you a woman, youth, 
I ſhould woo hard, but be your * honeſty, 
J bid for you, as I'd buy. 
Arw. I'll make't my comfort, 
He is a man; I'll love him as my brother ;— | 
And ſuch a ng as I'd give to him, 
After long abſence, ſuch is yours: - Moſt welcome! 
Be ſprightly, for you fall _ friends, 
wn | 'Mongf friends! 
1 brothers Would it had been ſo, that they 
Had been my father's ſons! then had my prize 
Been leſs; and fo more equal ballaſting . 
To thee, Poſthümus. [ A/ide, 
Bel. He wrings at ſome diſtreſs. | 
Gui Would, I could free't 
| 4 | Or I; whate'er it be, 
What pain it coſt, what danger! Goals 
Bel. Hark, boys. 
LMiſperirg. 
| Ime. Gren men, | | 
..5P hat had a court no bigger than this cave, 
That did attend themſelves, and had the virtue 
Which their own conſcience ſeal'd them, (laying by 
'That nothing gift of differing multitudes,) 
Could not out- peer theſe twain. Pardon me, ends 1 
I'd change my ſex to be companion with — 
Since Leonatus falſe. | 
Ba. = Jt ab be ſo: 
Boys, we'll go dreſs our hunt.—Fair youth, come in 2 
Diſcourſe is heavy, faſting; when we have ſupp'd, 
We'll mannerly demand thee of thy Rory, 
80 far as thou wilt ſpeak it. 
Gu, Puy, draw near. 
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Arv. The night to the owl, and morn to the lark, leſs 
welcome. | 
Imo. Thanks, fir. | 
Arv. I pray, draw near. [Exeunt 


SCENE VII. 
Rome. 
Enter tuo Senators and Tribunes. 


1 Sen. This is the tenor of the emperor's writ; 
That ſince the common men are now in action 
*Gainſt the Pannonians and Dal matians; 
And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Full weak to undertake our wars againſt 


The fallen- off Britons ; that we do incite 


The gentry to this buſineſs : He creates 


Lucius pro-conſul] : and to you the tribunes, 


For this immediate levy, he commands 
His abſolute commiſſion. Long live Cæſar! 
Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces ? 


2 Sen. 5 2 „ Ay. 
Tri. Remaining now in Gallia ? 
x Sen. With thoſe legions 


Which I have ſpoke of, whereunto your levy 
Muſt be ſupplyant: The words of your commiſſion 


Will tie you to the numbers, and the time 


Of their deſpatch, 


Tui. We will diſcharge our duty. Excunt. 


ACT 
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ACT IV, SCENE I. 


The Fore, near the Cave. 


Enter CLOTEN, 


Clo, T am near to the place where they ſhould meet, if 
Piſanio have mapp'd it truly. How fit his garments ſerve 
me! Why ſhould his miſtreſs, who was made by him that 
made the tailor, not be fit too? the rather (ſaving rever- 
ence of the word) for 'tis ſaid, a woman's fitneſs comes 
by fits. Therein I muſt play the workman. I dare ſpeak 
it to myſelf, (for it is not vain-glory, for a man and his 
glaſs to confer; in his own chamber, I mean, ) the lines 
of my body are as well drawn as his; no leſs young, more 
ftrong, not beneath him in fortunes, beyond him in the 
advantage of the time, above him in birth, alike conver- 
fant in general ſervices, and more remarkable in ſingle 
oppoſitions : yet this imperſeverant thing loves him in my 
deſpite. What mortality is! Poſthumus, thy head, which 
now is growing upon thy ſhoulders, ſhall within this hour 
be off; thy miſtreſs enforced; thy garments cut to pieces 
before thy face: and all this done, ſpurn her home to her 
father; who may, haply, be a little angry for my ſo rough 
uſage: but: my mother, having power of his teſtineſs, ſhall 
turn all into my commendations. My horſe is tied up 
ſafe : Out, ſword, and to a ſore purpoſe! Fortune, put 
them into my hand! This is the very deſcription of their 
meeting-place z and the fellow dares not deceive me. 
Oe | [ Exit. 
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SCENE II. 


Before the Cave. 


Enter, from the Cave, BELRIUSs, GUIDERIVUS, 
ARVIRAGUS, and IM0GBR.. 


Bel. You are not well: Lo IMO OEM. ] remain here in 
the cave ; 
We'll come to you after hunting. 
Arv. | . Brother, ſtay here: 
| [To IMOGEN. 
Are we not brothers ? 
Imo. So man 9 man ſhould be; ; 
But clay and clay differs in dignity, 
Whoſe duſt is both alike, I am very ſick. 
Gui. Go you to hunting, I'll abide with him. 
Inno. So ſick I am not ;—yet I am not well: 
But not ſo citizen a wanton, as | 
To ſeem to die, ere ſick : So pleaſe you, leave me * 
Stick to your journal courſe : the breach of cuſtom 
. Is breach of all. I am ill; but your being by me 
I Cannot amend me: Society is no comfort 
F To one not ſociable : I'm not very ſick, | 
Since I can reaſon of it, Pray you, truſt me here ; ; 
I'll rob none but myſelf; and let me die, 
Stealing ſo poorly. | | 
oo”; I love thee ; I have ſpoke it: 
How much the quantity, the ROE as much, 
As I do love my father. 
Bel. | What ? how ? how? 
Arwv. If it be fin to ſay fo, fir, I yoke me 
In my good brother's fault : I know not why 


I love 


, enn Act ty, 


I love this youth; and I have heard you ſay, 

Love's reaſon's without reaſon ; the bier at door, 

And a demand who is't ſhall _ Fd N 

My father, not this youth, | 

"WE O noble train! e [A/ide, | 
o worthineſs of nature! breed of greatneſs! _ e 
Cowar ds father cowards, and baſe things fire baſe: 
Nature hath meal, and bran; contempt, and grace. 

I am not their father; yet who this ſhould be, 0 

Doth miracle itſelf, lov'd before me. | 


Tis the ninth hour o'the morn. 


_ ry. N | Brother, farewell. 
Imo. 1 wiſh ye ſport. 
. Vou health. ok pleaſe you, fir. 


Imo. [Afide.] Theſe are kind creatures. Gods, what 
lies I have heard! 

Our courtiers ſay, all's ſavage, but at court: 
Experience, O, thou diſprov'ſt report ! 
The imperious ſeas breed monſters ; for the diſh, 
Poor tributary rivers as ſweet fiſh. | 
I am fick ſtill ; heart- ſick: =Piſanio, 
I'Il now taſte of thy drug. 
Gui, I could not ſtir him: 
He ſaid, he was gentle, but unfortunate; 
Dithoneſtly afflicted, but yet honeſt. 

Aru. Thus did he anſwer me: yet ſaid, hereafter 
I might know more. 

| Too the field, to the field: — 
We ll leave you for this time; go in, and reſt, 
Arv. We'll not be long away. 


Bel. 1 Pray, be not ſick, 
For you muſt be our houſewifſe. 
Ino. e . Well, or ill, 


I am bound to you. 


Aa iv. : CYMBELINE, "IF 


Bel. And ſo ſhalt be ever, 


Exit Inocen, | 
This youth, howe'er diſtreſs'd, appears, he hath had 
Good anceſtors. 
Arv. How ange!- like he ſings! 


Cui. But his neat cookery He cut our roots in charac- 
ters; 


And ſauc'd our broths, as Juno had been fick, 
And he her dieter. | 

Arv. Nobly he yokes 
A ſmiling with a figh : as if the ſigh 
Was that it was, for not being ſuch a ſmile z 
The ſmile mocking the ſigh, that it would fly 
From ſo divine a temple, to commix _ 
With winds that ſailors rail at. 
. „ þ _ * 

That grief and patience, rooted in him both, 

Mingle their ſpurs together. 

Arv. Grow, patience ! ' 
And let the Ainking elder, grief, untwine 
His periſhing root, with the increaſing vine ! 

Bel. It is great morning. Come; away. Who's there? 


Enter CLOTEN. 


Cl. I cannot find thoſe runagates; chat villain 
Hath mock'd me: — am faint. 


Bel. — Thoſe runagates 1 

Means he not us? I partly know him; *tis 

Cloten, the ſon o'the queen. I fear fine ambuſh. 

I ſaw him not theſe many years, and yet 

I know 'tis he :—We are held as outlaws :—Hence, 
Gui, He is but one: You aud my brother ſearch 
e What 


- 
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What companies are near: pray you, away; 
Let me alone with him. 


| [ Exeunt BELARIUS and ARVIRAGUS, 
* OT. Soft! What are you | 


That fly me thus: > ſome villain mountaineers ? 
I have heard of lach. — What * art thou ? 


= WW | A ing 
More {laviſh did 1 ne'er, than anſwering | 
A flave without a knock. | 
Clo. Thou art a robber, . 
A law- breaker, a villain: Yield thee, thief. 
| Gui, To who? to thee ? What art thou? Have not * 
An arm as big as thine? a heart as big?  _ 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger; for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art; 


Why I ſhould yield to thee? 
Clo. ; Thou villain baſe, | 


. Know'ſt me not wy my clothes ? 


. No, nor thy tailor, EY 


Who is thy orandfather x he made thoſe Rs 


Which, as it ſeems, make thee, 8 


Ch. | Thou precious varlet, 
My tailor made them not. „% 
8 Hence then, and thanx 


The man that gave them thee. Thou art ſome fool „ 


1 am loath to beat thee, 


wn 2 EE ones, 5 ag 0 injurious thief, 
Hear but my name, and tremble, _ 
Gut. | 5 What 8 8 name ? 


Clo. Cloten, thou villain. 

Gui. Cloten, thou double villain, bs thy name, 5 
I cannot tremble at it; were't toad, or ws ſpider, 
»Twould moye me Gamer, e 

VTV 5 To thy farther 1 

5 | . 5 Nay, 
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Nay, to thy mere confuſion , thou ſhalt know 
I'm ſon to the queen. Ly 
Gui. I'm ſorry for t; not ſeeming | 
80 worthy a as thy birth. 
Clo. | Art not afeard 1 ? 
Gui. Thoſe that I reverence, thoſe I fear; the wiſe : 
At fools I laugh, not fear them. 
Clo. Die the death: 


When I have lain thee l proper hand, 
I'll follow thoſe that even now fled hence, 


And on the gates of Lud's town ſet your heads: 
Vield, ruſtick mountaineer. 


Enter raste: and ARVIRAGUS. 


Bel. No company's abroad. 
Ar. None in the world: You did wiltake him, ſure. 
Bel. I cannot tell: Long is it ſince I ſaw him, 

But time hath nothing blurr'd thoſe lines of favour 


Which then he wore ; the ſnatches in his voice, 


And burſt of faking: were as his; I am abſolute, 
*T was very Cloten. 

Arv. In this place we left them ; 
I wiſh my brother make good time with him, 
You fay he is ſo fell. | 

Bel. Being ſcarce 2 up, 
I mean, to man, he had not apprehenſion 


Of roating terrors ; for the effect of judgement 
Is oft the cauſe of fear: But ſee, thy brother, 


Re-enter Gv1perIVs, with b Cloten's bead. 


Gui. This Cloten was a fool; an empty purſe, 
There was no money in't: not Hercules 


3 ; Could 


[ Exeunt, fighting. 
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Could have knock'd out his brains, for he had none: 
Vet I not doing this, the fool had borne | 
My head, as I do his. 
Bel. What haſt thou done ? 
Gui. I am perfe&, what : cut off one Cloten's _ 
Son to the queen, after his own report; 
Who call'd me traitor, mountaineer ; and ſwore, 
With his own ſingle hand he'd take ws in, 5 
Diſplace our heads, where (thank the gods 1) they grow, 
And ſet them on Lud's town. 
EE. | We are all n 
_ Gui, Why, worthy father, what have we to loſe, 
But, that he ſwore to take, our lives? The law 
Protects not us: Then why ſhould we be tender, 
To let an arrogant piece of fleſh threat us; 
Play judge, and executioner, all himſelf ; 
For we do fear the law ? What company 
Diſcover you abroad ? 
el. „ fingle ſoul 
Can we ſet eye on, but, in all ſafe reaſon, 
He muſt have ſome attendants. Though his ber 
Was nothing but mutation; ay, and that 
From one bad thing to works ; not frenzy, not 
Abſolute madneſs could fo far have rav'd, 
To bring him here alone : Although, perhaps, - 
It may be heard at court, that ſuch as ve 
Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in time 
May make ſome ſtronger head : the which he hearing, 
(As it is like him,) might break out, and ſwear 85 
He'd fetch us in; yet is' t not probable 
To come alone, either he ſo undertaking,  _. 
Or they ſo ſuffering : then on good ground we fear, 15 
If we do fear this body hath a tail 
More perilous than the head. | 
| „„ | Arv. 
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Ard. „ Let ordinance 
Come as the gods foreſay it: howſoe' er, 
My brother hath done well. 

Bel. I had no mind 
To hunt this day: the boy Fidele's fickneſs 
Did make my way long: focht. 
- Gut. | With his own faded.” 
Which he did wave againſt my throat, I have ta'en 
His head from him: I'll throw't into the creek 
Behind our rock; and let it to the ſea, 
And tell the files, he's the queen's fon, Cloten 2 


That's all I reck. _ [Exits 


„ -; I fear, *twill be reveng \ 7 
- *Would, Polydore, thou hadſt not done t! | though valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 

Aro. | Would 1 had done * 
So the revenge alone purſued me Polydore = 
I love thee brotherly; but envy much, F 
Thou haft robb'd me of this deed; I would, revenges, 
That poſſible ſtrength might meet, would ſeek us throughs | 
And put us to our anſwer. 

Bel. 7 Well, tis done — 

We'll hunt no more to- day, nor ſeek for danger 
Where there's no profit. I pr'ythee, to our rock; 
Vou and Fidele play the cooks : I'll ſtay 
Till haſty Polydore return, and bring him 
To dinner preſently. _ 

Aru. | Poor ick Fidele! 
I'll willingly to him: To gain his colour, 
T'd let a pariſh of ſuch Clotens blood, | 
And 2 nt for charity. . I Exit. 
Bel. 8 O thou goddeſs, „ 
Thou divine Nature, how thy lelf thou blazon'ſt 
In theſe two princely boys! They are as gentle 
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As zephyrs, blowing below the violet, 

Not wagging his ſweet head; and yet as rough, 
Their royal blood enchaf'd, as the rud' wind, 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine, 
And make him ſtoop to the vale. Tis wonderful, 
That an inviſible inſtinct ſhould frame them 
To royalty unlearn'd ; honour untaught ; * 
Civility not ſeen en other; valour, | 
T hat wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been ſow'd! Vet ſtill it's r 

What Cloten's being here to us portends; 3 


185 or what his en will bring us. 


ke euer Gvibkius. ; 


8 f Where's my brother; * 
I have ſent Ctoten? 8 a down the ſtrem, 
In embaſly to his mother bis body's hoſtage 
For his return. | | [ Solemn mufick, 15 
Bel. My ingenious inſtrument! | 
Hark, Polydore, it ſounds ! But what occaſion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ! Hark 
Sui. Is he at home? | 1 85 
. e went hence even now. | 
Gui, What does he mean? ſince death of my dear'ſt mother | 
It did not ſpeak before. All ſolemn things 
Should anſwer folemn accidents. The matter? 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys, 
Is jollity for apes, and grief. for hon teh 
Is Cadwal mad! 5 


Re-enter AnviRacus, bearing tuo as ; dead, in 1. 
5 arms, | 8 
Bel. A Lock, here he comes, 3 
| And 
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And brings the dire occaſion i in his arms; 
Of what we blame him for 8 © 
Aru. I be bird is dead; 
That we have made ſo much on. I had rather 
Have ſkipp'd from ſixteen years of age to ſixty, 
Joo have turn'd my leaping time into a crutch, 
Than have ſeen this. 
n. „ 0 Westen faireſt lily! 
My brother wears thee not the one half ſo well; 
As when thou "uw | thyſelf. 5 
Bel. O, , melancholy! 
Who ever yet could ſound thy bottom ? find 
The ooze, to ſhow what coaſt thy fluggiſh crare 
Might eaſilieſt harbour in? Thou bleſſed thing! _ 
Jove knows what man thou might'ſt have made; but I, 
Thou diedſt, a moſt rare boy, of melancholy!- _ 
How found you him? TE. 
Arv. Stark, as you ſhes Ns 
Thus ſmiling, as ſome fly had tickled ſlumber, 
Not as death's dart, being laugh'd a at; + his he check 
Repoſing on a cuſhion. 
Gui. | Where ? 
4. | | O' the floors 1 
His arms thus longs: I thought, he ſlept; and put 
My clouted brogues from off my feet, whoſe rudeneſs 
Anſwer'd my ſteps too loud. 
. Why, he but leere: 
If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed; 
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted, 
And worms will not come to the. 
Ar. With faireſt flowers, 
_ Whilſt ſummer laſts, and I live here, Fidele, 
I'll ſweeten thy ſad grave: Thou ſhalt not lack 


The flower, that's like thy ah pale n nar 
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The azur'd hare-bell, like thy veins; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to ſlander, 
Out- ſweeten'd not thy breath : the ruddock would, 
With charitable bill (O bill, ſore- ſhaming 
Thoſe rich-left heirs, that let their fathers lie 
Without a monument!) bring thee all this | 
Vea, and furr'd moſs beſides, when flowers are none, 
To winter-ground thy corſe. 
Gui. Pr'ythee, have done; 
And do not olay'i in wench-like words with that 
Which is ſo ſerious. . Let us bury him, 


And not protract with admiration what 
Is now due debt. —T o the grave. 


— 5 Say, where ſhall's lay him ? 
Gui. By good Euriphile, our mother. 
PN __ Bet fo; 


And let us, N though now our voices 
Have got the manniſh crack, ſing him to the ground, 
As once our mother ; uſe like note, and words, 
Save that Euriphile mult be Fidele. 

Gui. Cadwal, 
I cannot ſing: I'll weep, and word it with thee: 
For notes of ſorrow, out of tune, are worſe 
Than prieſts and fanes that lie. 


Wo. 5 We'll ſpeak it then. 5 
Bel. Great OR I ſee, medicine the leſs : for Cloten | 

Is quite forgot. He was a queen's ſon, boys; 
And, though he came our enemy, remember, | 
He was paid for that : Though mean and mighty, rotting 2 
Together, have one duſt; yet reverence, 

(That angel of the world, „) doth make Aline . 

Of place tween high and low. Our foe was princely; 
And though you took his life, as being our foe, 

Yet 1 5 1 him a as a — 
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Gui. Pray you, fetch him hither, 
Therſites' body is as good as Ajax, 
When neither are alive. 

Arv. | og If you'll go fetch him, 


We'll fay our ſong the whilſt, Brother, begin. 


[ Exit BELARIUS, 
| Gui, Nay, Catal, we - muſt lay his head to the eaſt z 


My father hath a reaſon „ 


Aru. | "Tis t true. 
Gui. Come on then, and remove him. | | 
ATVs | 7 S0 0,—Begin. | 


s O NG. 


u. Fear no more the heat o the hs | 
Nor the furious winter's rages; 
Thou thy worldly taſt haſt done, 

Home art gone, and ta en thy abages 1 
Golden lads and girls all mut, 
As chimney-ſwweepers, come to duſt, 


Arv. Fear no more the frown o the great, 
Thou art paſt the tyrant's ftroke z 
Care no more to clothe, and eat 3 
To thee the reed is as the ot: 
' The ſcepter, learning, phy{-/t, muſt 
All follow this, and come to duſt, 


Gui. Fear no more the lightning- 

Arv. Nor the all-dreaded thunder. lone; 
Gui. Fear not flander, cenſure raſh; 
 Arv. Thou haſt finiſh'd joy and moan: 


* * 


Both. 4, lowers young, all lowers * 


Conſgn * thee, aud come to duſt, 
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ä | EYMBRLINE, A 10, 


I tremble ſtill with fear; But if there be 


Gi ui. No exorciſer harm thee ! 

Arv. Nor no witchcraft charm thee ! 

Gui. Ghoſt unlaid forbear thee ! 
Arv. Nothing ill come near thee ! 

Both. Quiet conſummation have; 
And renowned be * grave E 


; Re-enter BEL ant 3, avith the body if Cloten. 


Cui. We have done our obſequies: Come lay him dawn, 
Bel. Here's a few flowers; but about midnight, more: 


The herbs, that have on them cold dew o' the night, 


Are ſtrewings fitt'ſt for graves. Upon their faces. 
You were as flowers, now wither' d: even ſo | 
Theſe herb'lets ſhall, which we upon you Row. 


Come on, away: apart upon our knees. 
The ground, that gave them firſt, has them again : 
1 pleaſures here are paſt, ſo is their pain. 


[Exeunt BELARIUS, GUIDERIVUS, and ARVIRAGUS. 


Ino. | [Awaking,] Vea, ſir, to Mes Haven; Which! is 
the way ?— 


It thank you.— By yon buſh N how far thither! ? 
Oq«s pittikins can it be fix miles yet ?— 

I have gone all night :—'Faith, I'll lie down and fleep. 
But, ſoft! no e 0, gods and goddeſſes! 


Sceing the body, 
Theſe flowers are like the binden of the world; ; 


This bloody man, the care on't.—I apes I dream; 
For, fo, I thought I was a cave- Keeper, 

And cook to honeſt creatures: But *'tis not 0 
T was but a bolt of nothing, ſhot at nothing, 


Which the brain makes of fumes: Our very eyes 
Are ſometimes like our judgements, blind. Good faith, 


Yet 


r | CYMBELINE, 


Yet left in heaven as ſmall a drop of pity 

As a wren's eye, fear'd gods, a part of it! 
The dream's here {ill : even when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me; not imagin'd, felt. 

A headleſs man !—The garments of Poſthamus ! 
I know the ſhape of his leg: this is his hand; 
His foot Mercurial ; his Martial thigh ; 
The brawns of Hercules : but his Jovial face— 
Murder in heaven ?—How?—'Tis gone.—Piſanio, 
All curſes madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 
And mine to boot, be darted on thee | Thou, 
Conſpir'd with that irregulous devil, Cloten, 
Haſt here cut off my lord.—To write, and read, 
Be henceforth treacherous! Damn'd Piſanio 

Hath with his forged letters, —damn'd Piſanio— 
From this moſt braveſt veſſel of the world 
Struck the main-top!—O, Poſthumus ! alas, | 
Where is thy head? where's that! Ah me! where's that? 
Piſanio might have kill'd thee at the heart, 
And left this head on.—How ſhould this be? Pifanio? 
*Tis he, and Cloten : malice and lucre in them 
Have laid this woe here. O, tis pregnant, pregnant! 
The drug he gave me, which, he ſaid, was precious 
And cordial to me, have I not found it 
Murd'rous to the ſenſes ? That confirms it home: 
This is Piſanio's deed, and Cloten's: O!= 
Give colour to my pale cheek with thy blood, 
That we the horrider may ſeem to thoſe 
Which chance os find a * wy m—— n 1 


Enter Lucrus, a Cartes and other Officers, and 4 
Soothſayer. 85 


ay. To 3 the legions garriſon'd i; in Galla, | 
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83  OYMBELINE Ad 1v. 


After your will, have croſs'd the ſea; attending 
You here at Milford-Haven, with your ſhips: 
They are here in readineſs. 
. But what from Rome? 
Cap. The ſenate hath Rirr'd up the confiners, 
And gentlemen of Italy; moſt willing ſpirits, 
That promiſe noble ſervice: and they come 
Under the conduct of bold nen | 
Sienna's brother. 


+ ,., When. expel you | them ? 
Cap. With the next benefit o' the wink. 
F This forwardneſs 


Makes our hopes fair. Command, our preſent numbers 
Be muſter'd; bid the captains look to't.—Now, fir, 
What have you dream'd, of late, of this war's purpoſe ? 
Sootß. Laſt night the very gods ſhow'd me a viſion : 

(1 faſt, and pray'd, for their 1ntelligence,) Thus ;— 
I faw Jove's bird, the Roman eagle, wing'd 

From the ſpungy ſouth to this part of the weſt, 
There vaniſh'd in the ſunbeams : which portends, | 
(Unleſs my fins abuſe my divination,) 
_ Succeſs to the Roman hoſt. 
Luc. 145 Dream often ſo, 

And. never falſe.— Soft, ho! what trunk is here, 
Without his top? The ruin ſpeaks, that ſometime 
It was a worthy building. How! a page !— 

Or dead, or ſleeping on him ? But dead, rather : 
For nature doth abhor to make his bed 
With the defunct, or ſleep upon the dead. == 

Let's ſee the FRY” s face. 
8 Cad, c He is alive, my "ey 

Luc. He'll then inſtruct us of this body. Tong one, 
Inform us of thy fortunes ; for, it ſeems, 

They crave to be demanded ; Who is this, 


. $15 RES | Thou 
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Thou mak'ſt thy bloody pillow? Or who was he, 
That, otherwiſe than noble nature did, _ 
Hath alter'd that good picture? What's thy intereſt 
In this fad wreck ? How came it ? Who1 is it? 
What art thou? 
%. Lan a or if not, 
Nothing to be were better. This was my maſter, 
A very valiant Briton, and a good, 
That here by mountaineers lies ſlain :—Alas ! 
There are no more ſuch maſters: I may wander 
From eaſt to occident, cry out for ſervice, | 
Fry many, all good, ſerve truly, never 
7M ind ſuch another maſter. _ | 
r Cr Lack, . youth ! 
Thou mov'ſt no leſs with thy complaining, than 
Thy maſter in bleeding: Say his name, good friend. 
Inno. Richard du Champ. If I do lie, and do 
No harm by it, though the gods hear, I hope [Afide. 
They'll qa it, Say you, fir ? ES © 
% Ws yg Thy name? Re 
Ino. | | Fidele. 
Luc. Thou doft approve e thyſelf the very Game ; "VE 
Thy name well fits thy faith; thy faith, thy name. 
Wilt take thy chance with me? I will not fay, 
Thou ſhalt be ſo well maſter'd ; but, be ſure, 
No leſs beloved. The Roman emperor's letters, 
Sent by a conſul to me, ſhould not ſooner | | 
Than thine own worth prefer thee : Go with me. 
Ino. I'Il follow, fir. But, firſt, an't pleaſe the gods, | 
Ill hide my maſter from the flies, as deep | . 
As theſe poor pickaxes can dig: and when 


With wild wood- leaves and weeds I have ſtre wid his grave, 
And on it ſaid a century of prayers, 


uch as I can, twice 0 er, Fl weep, 1 ash; N 
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9)  EYMBELINE, 


And, leaving ſo his ſervice, follow you, 


So pleaſe you entertain me. Gr 
Luc. Ay, good youth; 
And rather father thee, than maſter thee, 


My friends, 
The boy hath taught us manly duties: Let us 


Find out the prettieſt daizied plot we can, 


And make him with our pikes and partiſans 
A grave: Come, arm him. — Boy, he is preferr'd 


By thee to us; and he ſhall be interr'd, 
As ſoldiers can. Be cheerful ; wipe thine eyes: * 
Some falls are means the happier to ariſe, I [Exennt, 


SCENE III. 
A Room in Cymbeline's Palace, 
Enter CYMBELINE, Lords, and PISANIO. 


Cym. Again; and bring me word, how tis with her, 
A fever with the abſence of her ſon ; 


A madneſs, of which her life's in danger ;—Heavens, 


How deeply you at once do touch me! Imogen, 


The great part of my comfort, gone: my queen 


Upon a deſperate bed; and in a time 


When fearful wars point at me; her ſon gone, 
So needful for this preſent : It ſtrikes me, paſt 


The hope of comfort. But for thee, fellow, 


Who needs muſt know of her departure, and 
Doſt ſeem fo ignorant, we'll enforce it from thee 


By a tharp tarture. 


1 Sir, my life is yours, 
I ͤhumbly ſet it at your will: But, for my miſtreſs, 
I nothing know where ſhe remains, why gone, 


Act iv. erNMBELINE. | gt 


Nor when ſhe purpoſes return. Beſeech your hishneſs, 

Hold me your loyal ſervant. 
x Lon | Good my liege, 

The day that ſhe was miſling, he was here : 

I dare be bound he's true, and ſhall perform 

All parts of his ſubjection . 

For Cloten.— 

There wants no diligence in ſeeking him, 

And will, no n. be found. | 

en" Oe. The time's troubleſome z 
We'll flip you for a ſeaſon; ; but our jealouſy 


{To PISANJO, 


Does yet depend. | 

I Lord. 80 nn your . 
The Roman legions, all from Gallia draun, 
Are landed on your coaſt; with a ſupply 


of Roman gentlemen, by the ſenate ſent. 


Cym. Now for the counſel of my . and N 

Jam amaz'd with matter. 

2 Ell. Dead my hege, | 
Your preparation can affront no leſs | 

Than what you hear of: come more, for more you're ready 7 
The want is, but to put thoſe powers in | ation, 
That long to move, 

0-5 I thank you: Let" 8 withdraw; 
And meet the time, as it ſeeks us, We fear not 
What can from Italy annoy us; but 


We grieve at chances here.—Away. [.eExeunt . 


Piſ. I heard no letter from my maſter, ſince 
I wrote him, Imogen was ſlain : Tis ſtrange ; 
Nor hear I from my miſtreſs, who did promiſe 
To yield me often tidings : Neither know I 

| What is betid to Cloten; but remain 

Perplex' d in all, The heavens ſtill muſt work ; 


Wherein 
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92 


Wherein I am falſe, I am honeſt ; not true, to be true. 


Theſe preſent wars ſhall find I love my country, 


Even to the note o' the king, or I'll fall in them. 
All other doubts, by time let them be clear'd : 


Fortune brings in ſome yn, that are not * [Exit 


SCENE IV. 
Before the Cave. 
Enter BELARIUS, GuIDERIUS, and ARVIRAGUS, 


Gui, The noiſe is round about us. 
Y | Let us from it. 


Aru. What its fir, find we in lite, to lock = 


From action and adventure? 


Gui. 1 Nay, what hope 


Have we in hiding us? this way, the Romans 
Muſt or for Britons flay us; or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolts 

During their uſe, and ſlay us after, 


Bel. Sons, 


Well higher to the mountains; there ſecure us. 
To the king's party there's no going: newneſs 


Of Cloten's death (we being not known, not muſter” d 


Among the bands) may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv'd : and ſo extort from us 
That which we've done, whoſe er would be _— 


Drawn on with torture, 
Gui. . This is, fir, a doubt, 


In ſuch a time, nothing becoming your 


Nor ſatisfying us. 
Arv. It is not likely, I 

That when they hear the Roman horſes neigh, 

TE Behold 


Ac T  CYMBELINE, oF 


Behold their quarter'd fires, have both their eyes 
And ears ſo cloy'd importantly as now, 
That they will waſte their time upon our ny | 
To know rom whence we are. | 

Bel. - O, I am known 

Of many in the army: many years, 

Though Cloten then but young, you ſee, not wore him 
From my remembrance. And, beſides, the king 
Hath not deſerv'd my ſervice, nor your loves; 
Who find in my exile the want of breeding, 
The certainty of this hard life ; aye hopeleſs 

Jo have the courteſy your cradle promis'd, 

But to be ſtill hot ſummer's tanlings, and 
"TMs ſhrinking flaves of winter. : 
A = ee 
Better to ceaſe to be. Pray, ſir, to the army: 
I and my brother are not known ; yourſelf, 
So out of thought, and thereto ſo 0 'ergrowns 
Cannot be queſtion'd. 

WV By this ſun that mines, 
I'll thither : What thing is it, that I never 
Did ſee man die? ſcarce ever look'd on blood, 

But that of coward hares, hot goats, and veniſon ? 
Never beſtrid a horſe, fave one, that had 

A rider like myſelf, who ne'er wore rowel 

Nor iron on his heel? I am aſham'd 

To look upon the holy ſun, to have 

The benefit of his bleſs'd beams, remaining 

So long a poor unknown, 

Gui, By heavens, I'll go: : 
If you will bleſs me, ſir, and give me leave, 
I'll take the better care; but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore aue fall on me, 90 

The hands of Romans! 1 
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Arv. So ſay I; Amen. 
Bel. No reaſon I, ande on your lives you ſet 
So flight a valuation, ſhould reſerve 
iy crack'd one to more care. Have with you, boys : 2 
If in your country wars you chance to die, 
That is my bed too, lads, and there I'll lie: 


Lead, lead The time ſeems long; ; their blood thinks | , 


ſcorn, 3 


Till it fly out, and ſhow them princes born. | [Excunt. 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


6 
* 


4 Field between the Britith and Roman Camps. | 
| Enter Posruvns, with. a bloody — 


Pot. Yea, bloody cloth, I'll keep thee ; for I wiſh'd 
Thou ſhould'ſt be colour'd thus. You pd ones, 
If each of you would take this courſe, how many 
Muſt murder wives much better than themſelves, 

For wrying but a little ?- O, Piſanio ! 
Every good fervant does not all commands: 


| No bond, but to do juſt ones.—Gods ! if you 


Should have ta'en vengeance on my faults, I never 
Had liv'd to put on this: ſo had you ſaved 
The noble Imogen to repent ;, and ſtruck CR 
| Me, wretch, more worth your vengeance. But, alack, 
| You ſnatch ſome hence for little faults ; ; that's love, 
To have them fall no more: you ſome permit 
To ſecond ills with ills, each elder worſe ; 
And make them dread it to the doer's thrift. 
But Imogen is your own : Do your beſt wills, 
And make me bleſs d to obey !—I am brought hither | 
Among the Italian gentry, and to fight _ 
_ Againſt my lady's kingdom: Tis enough —_ 
That, Britain, I have kil'd thy miſtreſs; peace! | 
I'll give no wound to thee. Therefore, wi A 
Hear patiently my purpoſe : I'll diſrobe me 
Of theſe Italian weeds, and ſuit myſelf 
As does a Briton peaſant: ſo I'll fight 
Tm the pace I come with, fo I'll die 
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For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my life 
Is, every breath, a death: and thus, unknown, 
Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril 
Myſelf I'll dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me than my habits ſhow. 
Gods, put the ſtrength o' the Leonati in me! 
To ſhame the guiſe o the world, I will begin N 
The faſhion, leſs without, and more within. Exit. 


SCENE It. 
The ſame. 


Enter at one ſide, Lucius; IAchiuo, and the Romani 
army; at the other fide, the Britiſh army; LEON ATuSS 
Pos rHUuus following it, like a poor ſoldier. They march 
over, and go out, Alarums. Then enter again, in ſtirmiſh, 

IACHIMO and PoSTHUMUS: be 3 and 1 
armeth IACHIMO, and then leaves bim. 


lach. The hexvineſs and guilt within my boſom 
Takes off my manhood : I have belied a lady, 
The princeſs of this country, and the air on't 
| Revengingly enfeebles me; Or could this carl, 5 
A very drudge of nature's, have fubdu'd me, 2 
In my profeſſion ? Knighthoods and honours, borne | 
As I wear mine, are titles but of ſcorn, 
If that thy gentry, Britain, go before 
This lout, as he exceeds our lords, the odds 1 
Ts, that we ſcarce are men, and you are gods. [Exit, 


AA v. CYMBELINE, 97 


The battle continues; the Britons fly; CYMBELINE i taken : 
then enter, te its reſcue, r GUIDERIUS, and 
AR VIRAGUS, | 


E'. Stand, ſtand! We have the advantage of the ground; 
The lane is guarded ; nothing routs us, but 


The villainy of our fears. 
Gui. Arv. Stand, ſtand, and fight! 


Enter PosTHUMUsS, and Grands the Britons : They reſcue 
 CYMBELINE, and exeunt. Then, enter Lucius, Iachi- 


MO, and IMOGEN. 


Lee. Away, boy, from the troops, and fares thyſelf 
For friends kill friends, and the diſorder” 8 ſuch 
| As war were hoodwink'd. 
Iach. 7 Tis their freſh ſupplies. 
Luc. It is a day turn'd ſtrangely: Or betimes 4 
Let 8 ee, or r fly. | \[Exeuar. 


SCENE III. 
Another part of the F ield. 


Enter PosTuuwus and a Britith Lord. 


Lord. Cam ſt thou from where they made the tand ? 
TH Ie 1 did: 
Though you, i ſeems, come from the fliers. 93 
8 „ I did. 
Pof. No blame be to you, ar; for all was loſt, 
But that the heavens fought : The king himſelf 
Of his wings deftitute, the army broken, TY 
| ” 3 „ nd 
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And but the backs of Britons ſeen, all fling. 
Though a ftraight lane; the enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the tongue with ſlaughtering, having work 
More plentiful than tools to do't, ſtruck down 
Some mortally, ſome ſlightly touch'd, ſome falling 
Merely through fear; that the ſtrait paſs was damm'd 
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living 
To die with * d ſhame. 

Lord. Where was this lane? | 
Po. Cloſe by the battle, ditch'd, and wall'd with cur; 5 
Which gave advantage to an ancient ſoldier,.— | | 

An honeſt one, I warrant; who deſerv'd 
$0 long a breeding, as his white beats evans 20; = 
In doing this for his country ;—athwart the lane, 5 
He, with two ſtriplings, (lads more like to run 
The country baſe, than to commit ſuch ſlaughter z 
With faces fit for maſks, or rather fairer 
Than thoſe for preſeryation cas'd, or ſhame,) 
Made good the paſſage ; cry'd to thoſe that fled, 5 
Our Britain- s harts die flying, not our men: | 
To darkneſs fleet, ſouls that fly backwards ! Stand; 
Or wwe are Romans, and will give you that 
| Like beaſts, which you ſhun beaſtly ; and may ſave, = 
But to look back in frown : Hand, fand. Theſe ne | 
Three thouſand confident, in act as many, - 
(For three performers are the file, when all | 
The reſt do nothing,) with this word, fland, Hand, 
Accommodated by the place, more charming 
With their own nobleneſs, (which could have turn'd 
A diſtaff to a lance, ) gilded pale looks, 5 
Part, ſhame, part, ſpirit renew'd; that ſome, turn'd comrd 
But by example (O, a fin in war, 
Damn'd in the firſt beginners 1) gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like lions 


8 Upon 


Atv. CYMBELINE. 99 


Upon the pikes o' the hunters. Then began 
A ſtop i'the chaſer, a retire; anon, 
A rout, confuſion thick: Forthwith, they fly 
Chickens, the way which they ſtoop'd eagles ; flaves, 
The ſtrides they victors made: And now our cowards, 
(Like fragments in hard voyages,) became 
The life o'the need; having found the back-door open 
Of the unguarded hearts, Heavens, how they wound ! 
Some, ſlain before; ſome dying; ſome, their friends 
O'er-borne i'the former wave : ten, chac'd by one, 
Are now each one the ſlaughter-man of twenty: 
| Thoſe, that would die or ere reſiſt, are grown 
The mortal bugs o'the field. 
Lord. ES: This was ſtrange chance: 
A narrow lane! an old man, and two boys! 
Po. Nay, do not wonder at it: You are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 
Than to work any. Will you rhyme upon't, 
And vent it for a mockery? Here is one ; 
Tuo boys, an old man twice a boy, a lane, 
Preſerv'd the Britons, was the Romans bane; 
| Lord. Nay, be not angry, ſir. 
Poſt. Lack, to what end! ? 
Who dares not ſtand his foe, F'll be his friend : 
For if he'll do, as he is made to do, 
1 know, he'll quickly fly my friendſhip too, 
You have put me into rhyme. 
Lord. | 5 Farewell; you are angry. 
[ Exit, 
Pop Still going Inis is a lord! O noble miſery ! 
To be the field, and aſk, what news, of me! 
To- day, how many would have given their honours 
To have ſav'd their carcaſſes? took heel to do't, 
And 7 died too? I, in mine own woe charm'd, 
1 | Could 
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Could not find death, Where I did hear him groan ; 
Nor feel him, where he ſtruck : Being an ugly monſter, 
*Tis ſtrange, he hides him in freſh cups, ſoft beds, 
Sweet words; or hath more miniſters than we 

That draw bla knives the war.— Well, I will find him : : 
For, being now a favourer to the Roman, 

No more a Briton, I have reſum'd again 

The part I came in: Fight I will no more, 

But yield me to the verieſt hind, that ſhall _ 

Once touch my ſhoulder. Great the ſlaughter is 

Here made by the Roman; great the anſwer be 

Britons muſt take: For me, my ranſom's death Z 

On either ſide I come to ſpend: my breath; 

Which neither here I'll keep, nor bear again, 

But end it by fome means for Imogen. 


Enter two Britiſh Captains, and Soldiers. 


1 Cap. Great Jupiter be prais'd ! Lucius is taken : 
»Tis thought, the old man and his ſons were angels. 


2 Cap; There was a fourth man, in a filly habit, 
That gave the affront with them. | 


1 Cap. 80 tis reported : 
But none of them can i be found. —Stand! who 1 is there? ? 
Poſt. A Roman; 
Who had not now been arooping here, if ſeconds 
| Had anſwer d him. | 

2 Cap. -Lay hands on him 4 A \ dog! 
| A leg of Rome ſhall not return to tell 
What crows have peck'd them here : He brags his ſervice 
| As if he were e of note: 0 him to the | Rings. 
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Enter CYMBELINE, attended ; Bert arius, GulpERIUs, 
ARVIRAGUS, P1SAaNioO, and Roman captives. The 
Captains preſent Poſthumus to Cymbeline, vhs delivers 
bim over to a Gaoler ; after os, all go out, 


SCENE IV. 
A Priſon. 
Enter PosTHUMUS, and tuo Gaolers. 


x Gaol, You ſhall not now be ſolen, you have locks upon 
you; 
So graze, as you find paſture. 
» Ca; © =:- Ay, or a gonmch 
- [Exeunt Gaolers. 

Poſe. Moſt welcome, bondage ! for thou art a way, 

I think, to liberty : Yet am I better 

Than one that's ſick o'the gout ; ſince he had rather 

Groan ſo in perpetuity, than be cur'd | 

By the ſure phyſician, death ; who is the key 

To unbar theſe locks. My conſcience ! thou art fetter'd 

More than my ſhanks, and writts: You good gods, give 

„„ 5 . 

The penitent inſtrument, to pick that bolt, 

Then, free for ever! Is't enough, I am ſorry? 

So children temporal fathers do appeaſe ; 

Gods are more full of mer cy. Muſt J repent ? 
I cannot do it better than in gyves, 
Deſir' d, more than conſtrain'd: to ſatisſy, 

If of my freedom tis the main part, take 
No ſtricter render of me, than my all. 

I know, you are more clement than vile men, 


| Who of their broken debtors take a third, 5 
| H 1 A ſixth, 
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A ſixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 

On their abatement ; that's not my deſire: 

For Imogen's dear life, take mine : and though 

*Tis not ſo dear, yet *tis a life; you coin'd it : 

*Tween man and man, they weigh not every ſtamp z * 

Though light, take pieces for the figure's ſake; 

You rather mine, being yours : And ſo, great powers, 

If you will take this audit, take this life, | 
And cancel theſe cold bonds. O Imogen! 5 

I'll ſpeak to thee in ſilence. [He ſleeps. 

Solemn muſicł. Enter, as in an apparition, Sicilius Leonatus, 

Father to Poſthumus, an old man, attired like a auvarrior; 
landing in his hand an ancient matron, his wife, and mother 
o Poſthumus, evith mufick before them. Then, after other 

mmuſich, follow the two young Leonati, brothers to Poſthu- 

mus, with wounds as they died in the wars, E hey circle 
TORRES. nt, as he lies feeping. 


Sid. No more, thou thunder-maſter, ſhow 
Thy ſpite on mortal flies 
With Mars fall out, with juno chids, | 
N That thy adulteries 
Rates, and revenges. 
| Hath my poor boy done aught but well, 
. Whoſe face I never ſaw? 
I dy'd, whilſt in the womb he ſtay” d, 
| Attending Nature's law. | 
Whoſe father then (as men report, 
Thou orphan's father art,) | 
Thou ſhould'ſt have been, and ſhielded him 
From this earth-vexing ſmart. : 
Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid, 
But took me in my throes; | 
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That from me was Poſthimus ript, 
Came crying ' mongſt his toes, 
A thing of pity! 
Sici. Great nature, like his anceſtry, 
__ Moulded the ſtuff fo fair, 
That he deſery'd the praiſe o'the world, 
As great Sicilius' heir. 
1 Bro. When once he was mature for man, 
In Britain where was he 
That could ſtand up his parallel; 
Or fruitful object be 
In eye of Imogen, that beſt 
Could deem his dignity ? 
Moth. With marriage wherefore was he mock 'd, 
To be exil'd, and thrown 
From Leonat! ſeat, and caſt 
From her his deareſt one, 
Sweet Imogen ? 
Sici. Why did you ſuffer Iachimo, 
Slight thing of Italy, 
To taint his nobler heart and brain 
With needleſs jealouſy; 
And to become the geck and ſcorn 
O' the other's villainy ? 
2. Bro, For this, from tiller ſeats we came, 
Our parents, and us twain, | 
That, ſtriking in our country's cauſe, 
Fell bravely, and were lain ; 
Our fealty, and Tenantius' right, 
With honour to maintain, 
1 Bro. Like hardiment Poſthumus bath 
To Cymbeline perform'd : 
| L hen, Jupiter, thou king of gods, 
Why haſt thou thus adjourn'd | 
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The graces for his merits due; ; 
Being all to dolours turn'd ? 


Sici. Thy cryſtal window ope ; look out; 
No longer exerciſe, 


Upon a valiant race, thy harſh 


And potent 1njuries : 


Moth. Since, Jupiter, our ſon is good, 
Take off his miſeries. 
Sici. Peep through thy marble manſion ; | help 
Or we poor ghoſts will cry 
To the ſhining ſynod of the reſt, 
Againſt thy deity. 
2. Bro. Help, Jupiter; or we appeal, 
And from thy juſtice fly. 


 JuriTER deſcends in thunder and lightning, fitting upon an 


eagle: be throws a thunder -balt. The ghoſts fall on their 
knees. 


Jup. No more, you petty ſpirits of region low, 
Offend our hearing; huſh !—How dare you ghoſts, | 
Accuſe the thunderer, whoſe bolt you know, | 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling coaſts ? 
Poor ſhadows of Elyſium, hence ; and reſt 
__ Upon your never-withering banks of flowers; 
Be not with mortal accidents oppreit ; 
No care of yours it is; you know, *tis ours. 
Whom beſt I love, I croſs; to make my gift, 
The more delay'd, delighted. Be content; 
| Your low-laid ſon our godhead will uplift; 
| His comforts thrive, his trials well are ſpent. 
Our Jovial ſtar reign'd at his birth, and in 
Our temple was he married. —Riſe, and fade !— 


He 


He ſhall he lord of lady Imogen, 
And happier much by his affliction made. 
This tablet lay upon his breaſt; wherein 
Our pleaſure his full fortune doth confine ; 
And fo, away: no further with your din 
Expreſs impatience, leſt you fir up mine.— | 
Mount, eagle, to my palace cryſtalline. [ Aſcends. 
Sici. He came in thunder; his celeſtial breath | 
Was ſulphurous to ſmell : the holy eagle 
Stoop'd, as to foot us: his aſcenſion is 
More ſweet than our bleſs'd fields: his royal bird 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak, 
As when his god 1 is pleas'd, 
All. Thanks, Jupiter? 
Sici. T be marble pavement cloſes, he is enter 4 
His radiant roof :=Away ! and, to be bleſt, 
Let us with care perform his great beheſt. [Ghoſts womb. 


Poſt. [Waking.] Sleep, thou haſt been a precio, aud 


begot 

A father to me: and thou haſt created 
A mother, and two brothers : But (O ſcorn!) 
Gone! they went hence to ſoon as they were born. 
And ſo I am awake. Poor wretches that depend 
On greatneſs” favour, dream as I have done; 
Wake, and find nothing.—But, alas, I ſwerve: 
Many dream not to find, neither deſerve, 
And yet are ſteep'd in favours; ſo am I, 
That have this golden chance, and know mo why. 
What fairies haunt this ground? A book? O, rare one! 

Be not, as is our fangled world, a neg 
Nobler than that it covers: let thy effects 

So follow, to be moſt unlike our courtiers, 
As good as promiſe. 


[Reads.] 
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[Reads.] When as a lion's whelp ſhall, to himſelf unknown, 
_ ewithout ſeeking find, and be embraced by a piece of tender 
air; and when from a flately cedar ſhall be lopped branches, 
which, being dead many years, ſhall after revive, be jointed 
to the old flock, and freſhly grow ; then ſhall Poſthumus end 
bis miſeries, Britain be en and n. in peace and 
N.. 18 
"Tis ſtill a dream; or elſe ſuch ſtuff as dd 
Tongue, and * not: either both, or nothing: 
Or ſenſeleſs ſpeaking, or a ſpeaking ſuch 
As ſenſe cannot untie. Be what it is, 
The action of my life is like it, which 
PI keeps if but for . | 


Re- enter Gaolers. 


Caol. S ſir, are you ready foe death? 

_ Po. Over-roaſted rather: ready long ago. | 

Gaol. Hanging is the word, fir ; if you be my for 
that, you are well cook'd. 

Poſt. So, if I prove a good repaſt to the ſpectators, the 

diſh pays the ſhot. 

Gaol, A heavy reckoning for you, fir : But the eomfort 
is, you ſhall be call'd to no more payments, fear no more 
tavern bills; which are often the ſadneſs of parting, as 
the procuring of mirth : you come in faint for want of 
meat, depart reeling with too much drink; ſarry that you 
have paid too much, and ſorry that you are paid too much; 
_ purſe and brain both empty: the brain the heavier for 
being too light, the purſe too light, being drawn of 
heavineſs: O! of this contradiction you ſhall now be 


quit.—O the charity of a penny cord! it ſums up thou- 5 


ſands in a trice: you have no true debitor and creditor 


5 8 it; of what's alt, is, and to come, the diſcharge :— 


Your | 
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Your neck, fir, is pen, book, and counters; ; ſo the ac- 
quittance follows. 
Poſt. T am merrier to die, than thou art to live. | 
Gaol, Indeed, ſir, he that fleeps feels not the tooth- ach: 
But a man that were to ſleep your ſleep, and a hangman 


to help him to bed, I think, he would change places with 


his officer : for, look you, ſir, you know not which way 
you ſhall go. 
Poſt. Yes, indeed, do I, fellow, 


Gaol. Your death has eyes in's head then; I have not 
ſeen him ſo pictured : you muſt either be directed by ſome 
that take upon them to know; or take upon yourſelf that, 


which I am ſure you do not know; or jump the after-en- 
quiry on your own peril: and how you ſhall ſpeed in your 
journey's end, I think, you'll never return to tell one. 

Poſt. I tell thee, fellow, there are none want eyes to 


dire& them the way I am going, but ſuch as wink, and 


will not uſe them. 

Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a man mould 
have the beſt uſe of eyes, to ſee the way of blindneſs! 1 
am ſure, hanging's the way of winking. 


Enter a Meſſenger. 


Me . Knock off his manacles; ; Wan your priſoner to 
the king, 

Pot. Thou bring'ſt good news ;z—I am call'd to >} be 
made free. 

Gaol. I'll be hang'd then, 

Poſt. Thou ſhalt be then freer than a raoler; no bolts 
for the dead. 

_ [Exeunt PosTHUMUsS and Meſſenger, 


Gaol, Unleſs a man would marry a gallows, and beget 


young path, I never law one ſo prone, Yet, on my 
conſcience, 
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conſcience, there are verier knaves deſire to live, for all 
he be a Roman: and there be ſome of them too, that die 
againſt their wills; ſo ſhould I, if I were one. I would 
we were all of one mind, and one mind good; O, there 
were deſolation of gaolers, and gallowſes! I ſpeak againſt 
my preſent profit; but my wiſh hath a preferment in't. 


SCENE V. 
Cymbeline's Tent. 


Enter CYMBELINE, BELARIUs, GUIDERIUS, ARVIRA- 
GUS, Fino, Lords, Officers, and Attendants. 


m. Stand by my ide, you, whom the gods have made 
Preſervers of my throne. Woe is my heart, 
That the poor ſoldier, that ſo richly fought, 
Whoſe rags ſham'd gilded arms, whoſe naked breaft 
Stepp'd before targe of proof, cannot be found : 
He hall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him ſo. 
Bel. | 1 never ſaw 
Such noble fury in ſo poor a thing; 
Such precious deeds in one that promis'd nought 
But beggary and poor looks. 
Cym. | No tidings of him? | 
Piſ. He hath indo ſearch'd among the dead and Regs 
But no trace of him. | 
Cym. 8 To my grief, Iam 
The heir of his reward; which I will add 
To you, the liver, heart, and brain of Britain, 
[To BELARIUS, GUIDERIUS, and ARVIRAGUS. 
By 


(Exit, 
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By whom, I grant, ſhe lives: Tis now the time 

To aſk of WRENCH you are ;—report it, 

* | Sir, 

In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen : 
Further to boaſt, were neither true nor modeſt, 

_ Onleſs I add, we are honeſt. | 

In. f Bow your knees : W 

_ Ariſe, my knights o'the battle; I create you 
Companions to our perſon, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your eſtates. 


5 San and Ladies. 


There's buſineſs 3 in theſe faces Why ſo ſadly 
Greet you our victory? you look like Romans, 
And not o'the court of Britain. 
8 Hail, great king! 
To ſour your happineſs, I muſt report 
The queen is dead. | 
cm. Whom worſe than a phyſician 
Would this report become? But I conſider, 
By medicine life may be prolong'd, yet death 
Will ſeize the doctor too.—How ended ſhe ? 
Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life; 
Which, being cruel to the world, concluded 
Moſt cruel to herſelf. What ſhe confeſs'd, 
I will report, ſo pleaſe you : Theſe her women 
Can trip me, if I err ; who, with e | 
Were preſent when ſhe finiſh'd. 
m. „„ P ythee, ay. 
Cor. Firſt, ſhe confeſs'd ſhe never lov'd you; only 
Affected greatneſs got by you, not your 
Married your royalty, was wife to your place; 
Abhorr'd your perſon. | 3 
| 6 £ | m. 
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Cym. | She alone knew this : 
And, but ſhe ſpoke it dying, I would not 
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Cor. Your daughter, whom ſhe bore in hand to love 

With ſuch integrity, ſhe did confeſs | 
Was as a ſcorpion to her ſight ; whoſe life, 
But that her flight prevented 1. ſhe had 
Ta'en off by poiſon. 

Cym. O O moſt delicate fiend ! 
Who is't can read a woman ?—lIs there more? | 
Cor. More, fir, and worſe. She did confeſs, ſhe had 
For you a mortal mineral; which, being took, _ 
Should by the minute feed on life, and, ling'ring, 
By inches waſte you: In which time ſhe purpos'd, 


By watching, weeping; tendance, kiſſing, to 


O'ercome you with her ſhow : yes, and in time, 
(When ſhe had fitted you with her craft,) to work 
Her ſon into the adoption of the crown, 

But failing of her end by his ſtrange abſence, 
Grew ſhameleſs-deſperate ; open'd, in deſpite 

Of heaven and men, her purpoſes; repented 
The evils ſhe hatch'd were not effected; ſo, | 
Deſpairing, died. 


„ Heard you all chis, her women! 
Lady. We did, ſo pleaſe ens highneſs. 5 
Cym. Mine eyes 


Were not in fault, for ſhe was beautiful ; 

Mine ears, that heard her flattery ; nor my heart, 

That thought her like her ſeeming ; it had been vicious, 
To have miſtruſted her: yet, O my daughter ! 

That it was folly 1 in me, thou may'ſt ſay, 

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven mend all! 


Emer 


Ad v. 5 CYMBELINE, 111 
Enter Lucius, Lac HIMO, the Soothſayer, and other Roman 
priſoners, guarded; PosrHuuus behind, and IMOGEN. 


Thou com'ſt not, Caius, now for tribute; that 
The Britons have raz'd out, though with the loſs 
Of many a bold one; whoſe kinſmen have made ſuit, 
That their good ſouls may be appeas'd with ſlaughter 
Of you their captives, which our ſelf have ROT 
So, think of your eſtate. 
Luc. Conſider, fir, the chance of war: the day 
Was yours by accident ; had it gone with us, | 
We ſhould not, when the blood was cool, have threaten d 
Our priſoners with the ſword. But fince the gods 
Will have it thus, that nothing but our lives 8 
May be call'd ranſom, let it come: ſufficeth, 
A Roman with a Roman's heart can ſuffer : 
Auguſtus lives to think on't: And ſo much 
For my peculiar care. This one thing only 
TI will entreat; My boy, a Briton born, 
| Let him be ranſom'd : never maſter heard 
A page ſo kind, ſo duteous, diligent, 
So tender over his occaſions, true, 
So feat, ſo nurſe-like : let his virtue join 
With my requeſt, which, I'll make bold, your kighnef 
Cannot deny ; he hath done no Briton harm, 
Though he have ſerv'd a Roman: ſave . fir, 
And ſpare no Wann beſide. 
m. Ih have ſurely ſeen him; 
His favour is familiar to me.— | 
Boy, thou haſt look'd thyſelf into my grace, 
And art mine own,—I know not why, nor wherefore, 
To ſay, live, boy: ne'er thank thy maſter ; live: 
And aſk of Cymbeline what boon thou wilt, 
Fitting my bounty, and thy ſtate, I'll give it; 
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Vea, though thou do demand a pr iſoner, 
The nobleſt talen. 2 
Inn. -- I humbly thank your highneſs. 
Luc. I do not bid thee beg my life, good lad ; 
And yet, I know, thou wilt. 
Imo. ü 5 No, no; alack, 
There's other work i in hand; I ſee a thing 
Bitter to me as death : your life, good maſter, 
Muſt ſhuffle for itſelf. | | 
5 | The boy diſdains me, 
He l aves me, ſcorns me: Briefly die their j joys, 5 1 
That place them on the truth of girls and . 
Why ſtands he ſo perplex' d' 
Sm. What would'ſ thou, boy ? 
Tove thee more and more; think more and more . 
What's beſt to af. Know ſt him thou look'ſt on? ſpeak, 
Wilt have him live? Is he thy kin? thy friend ? 

Ino. He is a Roman; no more kin to me, 

Than I to your Manet ; who, being born your vaſſal, 
Am ſomething nearer. 
Om. WMherefore ey ſt him ſo ? 

Imo. I'll tell you, fir, in private, if you pleaſe 
To give me hearing. 

Cym. Ay: with all my heart, 

And lend my beſt attention. What's thy name? 

Imo. Fidele, ſir. 

Gn. Thou art my good youth, my page; 
T'll be thy maſter: Walk with me; ſpeak freely. | 

([CYMBELINE and IMOGEN converſe apart. 

Bel. Is not this boy reviv'd from death ? 

Arv. _ One ſand another | 
Not more reſembles : That ſweet roſy lad, | 
Who died, and was Fidele: — What think you I 

Gu, The ſame dead thing alive, 


Bel. 


Bel. Peace, peace! ſee further; he eyes us not; forbear; 
Creatures may be alike : were't he, I am ſure 
He would have ſpoke to us. 


Gui. But we ſaw him . 
Bel. Be ſilent; let's ſee further. 
Piſ. It is my miſtreſs: 


[dide. 
Since ſhe is living, let the time run on, 
To good, or bad. 
[CYMBELINE and IMOGEN come forward. 
Cym. Come, ſtand thou by our fide ; 
Make thy demand aloud.—Sir, [ro IaCH.] ſtep you forth; 
' Give anſwer to this boy, and do it freely; 
Or, by our greatneſs, and the grace of it, 
Which is our honour, bitter torture ſhall 
Winnow the truth from falſehood. - On, ſpeak to him. 
Ino. My boon is, that this gentleman _ render 
Of whom he had this ring. | 
Poſt. What's that to bim ? [Ajide, 
m. That diamond 0 upon your finger, ſay, | 
How came it yours? 
Iach. Thow'lt torture me to leave unſpoken that 
Which, to be ſpoke, would torture thee. 
Cym. How ! me? 
Iach. J am glad to be conſtrain'd to utter that which 
Torments me to conceal. By villainy 
I got this ring; twas Leonatus' jewel: 
Whom thou didſt m_— and (which more may grieve 
thee, 
As it doth me,) a 1 fir ne'er liv'd | 
*Twixt ſky and ground. Wilt thou hear more, my lord? 
m. All that belongs to this. 


Jach. That paragon, thy 38 
| I For 
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For W my heart drops blood, and my falle ſpirits 
Quail to remember, Give me leave; I faint. 
Om. My daughter! what of her? Renew thy ſtrength: 
I had rather thou ſhould'ſt live while nature will, | 
Than die ere I hear more: ſtrive, man, and ſpeak. 
lach. Upon a time, (unhappy was the clock 
That ſtruck the hour!) it was in Rome, (accurs'd 
The manſion where !) 'twas at a feaſt, (O would 
Our viands had been poiſon'd! or, at leaſt, 
Thoſe which I heav'd to head!) the good Poſthumus, 
(What ſhould I ſay? he was too good, to be | 
Where ill men were; and was the heſt of all 
Amongſt the rar'ſt of good ones,) ſitting ſadly, 
Hearing us praiſe our loves of Italy _ 
For beauty that made barren the ſwell'd boaſt 
Of him that beſt could ſpeak : for feature, laming 
The ſhrine of Venus, or ftraight-pight Minerva, 
Poſtures beyond brief nature; for condition, 
A ſhop of all the qualities that man 
Loves woman for; beſides, that hook of wiving, 
Fairneſs, which ſtrikes the eye: ; 
Cym. | 1 ſtand on fire : 


Come to the matter, 
Iacdz. All too ſoon 1 ſhall, 


_ Unleſs thou would'ſt grieve quickly.—This Poſthumus, 
(Moſt like a noble lord in love, and one 
That had a royal lover,) took his hint; 
And, not diſpraiſing whom we prais'd, (therein 
He was as calm as virtue,) he began | —- 
His miſtreſs* picture; which by his tongue being made, A 
And then a mind put in't, either our brags 
Were crack'd of kitchen trulls, or his deſeription 
Prov' d us unſpeaking ſots. 5 
e 1 CV m. 
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cm. | Nay, nay to the purpoſe. | 
 Tach, Your daughter s chaſtity there it begins. 
He ſpake of her, as Dian had hot dreams, | 
And ſhe alone were cold: Whereat, I wretch! | 
Made ſcruple of his praiſe ; and wager'd with him 
Pieces of gold, gainſt this which then he wore 
Upon his honour'd finger, to attain _ 
In ſuit the place of his bed, and win this ring 
By hers and mine adultery : he, true knight 
No leſſer of her honour confident | 
Than I did truly find her, ſtakes this ring; 
4 And would ſo, had it been a carbuncle 
} Of Phcebus* wheel; and might fo ſafely, had it 
Been all the worth * his car. Away to Britain 
Poſt I in this deſign: Well may you, fir, 
Remember me at court, where I was taught | 
Of your chaſte daughter the wide difference 
 *T'wixt amorous and villainous. Being thus queneh'd 
Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain 
Gan in your duller Britain operate 
| Moſt vilely ; for my vantage, excellent; 
And, to be brief, my practice ſo prevail'd, 
That I return'd with ſimular proof enough 
To make the noble Leonatus mad, 
By wounding his belief in her renown _ 
With tokens thus, and thus; averring notes 
Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her bracelet, 
(O, cunning, how I got it!) nay, ſome marks 
Of ſecret on her perſon, that he could not 
But think her bond of chaſtity quite crack'd, 
I having ta'en the forfeit. Whereupon,— 
Methinks, I ſee him now,— 
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Italian fiend !—Ah me, moſt credulous fool, 
Egregious murderer, thief, any thing 
That's due to all the villains paſt, in being, | 
To come 10, give me cord, or knife, or poiſon, 
Some upright juſticer ! Thou, king, ſend « out 
For tortures ingenious: it is 
| That all the abhorred things o'the earth amend, 
By being worſe than they. I am Poſthumus, 
That kill'd thy daughter: —villain-like, I lie; 
That caus'd a leſſer villain than myſelf, 
A ſacrilegious thief, to do't: - the temple 
Of virtue was ſhe; yea, and ſhe herſelf. 
Spit, and throw ſtones, caſt mire upon me, ſet 
The dogs o'the ſtreet to bay me: every n 
Be call'd, Poſthumus Leonatus; and . 
Be villainy leſs than twas !—O Imogen! 
My queen, my life, my wife! 0 Tmogetts 
Imogen, Imogen! | 
a_ Peace, my lord; hear, hear - EP 
Pops. Shall's ave a Loy of this ? Thou ſcornful page, 
There lie thy part. 5 [ Striting ber: ſhe falls, 
A. ©, Gentlemen, help, help 23 
Mine, and your miftreſs :=O, my lord Poſthumus! 
You ne'er kill'd Imogen till now On 1 HI 
Mine honour'd lady! 9 
em. PE Does the world go round? 
PS. How come theſe ſtaggers on me? Fakes 
Piſ. | Wake, my miſtreſs! 
Cym. If this bs 3 the gods do mean to | exiles me | 
To death with mortal joy. | 
3 How fares my miſtreſs ? 
Imo. O, get FOE from my ſignt nf 
Thou gav'it me poiſon : dangerous fellow, hence! 3 
nn not where princes are. 


m. 
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m. The tune of Imogen! 
Piſ. Lady, 


The gods throw ſtones of ſulphur on me, if 
That box I gave you was not thought by me 
A. precious thing ; I had it from the queen. 
Im. New matter ſtill ? 
Imo. 1 85 It porſon'd me. 
Cor. | O Gods! 
I left out one thing which the queen confeſs'd, 
Which muſt approve thee honeſt: If Piſanio 
Have, ſaid ſhe, given his miſtreſs that confection 
Which I gave him for cordial, ſhe is ſerv'd 
As I would ſerve a rat. 
_ What's this, ee ? 
Cor. The queen, ſir, very oft importun'd me 
To temper poiſons for her; {till pretending 
The ſatisfaction of her knowledge, only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs, 
Of no eſteem : I, dreading that her purpoſe 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain ſtuff, which, being ta'en, would ceaſe 
The preſent power of life ; but, in ſhort time, 
All offices of nature ſhould again 
Do their due fun&tions.—Have you ta'en of it? 
Imo. Moſt like I did, for I was dead. 


Bel. My boys, 
There was our error. 
Gui. 5 This is ſure, Fidele. 


Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady from Wr 
Think, that you are upon a rock; and now 

Throw me again. [ Embracing him. 
Peſt. Hang there like fruit, my ſoul, till the tree die. 
_ Cym, | How now, my fleſh, my child? 
What, mak'ſt thou me a dullard in this act? 

Wilt thou not ſpeak to me ? 


I 3 | Ine. 
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a, Wn bleſſing, fir. [ Kneeling, 

Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame ye not; 
You had a motive for't. | 
[To GUIDERIUS, and ARVIRAGUS, 
m. | My tears, that fall, 
Prove holy water on thee ! Imogen, 
Thy mother's dead. 

Imo. I am ſorry fort, my lord. 

in. O, ſhe was naught; and long of her it was, 

That we meet here ſo ſtrangely : But her ſon 
Is gone, we know not ROW nor where. | 

Piſ. My lord; 
Now fear is from me, I'll ſpeak troth. Lord Cloten, 
Upon my lady's miſſing, came to me 
With his ſword drawn; foam'd at the mouth, and ſwore, 
If I diicover'd not hich way ſhe was gone, Ss 
It was my inſtant death : By accident, 
I had a feigned letter of my maſter's 
Then in my pocket; which directed him 
To ſeek her on the mountains near to Milford 
Where, in a frenzy, in my maſter's garments, 
Which he inforc'd from me, away he poſts 

With unchaſte purpoſe, and with oath to violate 

My lady's honour : what became of him, 
I further know not. 


. | Let me end the ſtory : 
I flew him there. 
G. Marry, the gods forfend! 


I would not Nos good deeds ſhould from my lips 

Pluck a hard ſentence : pr FIG valiant youth, 

| Deny't again. 

Gui. L have ſpoke it, and I did it, 

m. He was a prince. 

Cui. A moſt uncivil one: The wrougs he did me - 
Were 


Were nothing prince-like ; for he did provoke me 
With language that would make me ſpurn the ſea, 
If it could ſo roar to me: I cut off's head; 
And am right glad, he is not 8 hers | 
To tell this tale of mine. 
m. | I eam ſorry for thee : 
By thine own tongue thou art condemn'd, and muſt 
Endure our law : Thou art dead. 
Imo. | That headleſs man 
I thought had been my lord. 
Cym. Bind the offender, 
And take him from our preſence, | 
Bel. Stay, 17 king: 
This man is better than the man he ſlew, 
As well deſcended as thyſelf; and hath 
More of thee merited, than a band of Clotens 
Had ever ſcar for. Let his arms alone; [To the Guard, 
They were not born for bondage. | 
Cym. | Why, old ſoldier, 
Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for, 
By taſting of our wrath ? How of deſcent | 
As good as we ? 


Arv. In that he ſpake too far. 
Om. And thou ſhalt die fort. 
Bel. | We will die all three: 


But I will prove, that two of us are as good 

As I have given out bim.—My ſons, I muſt, 
For mine own part, unfold a dangerous ſpeech, 
Though, haply, well for you. 


Aru. Your danger is 
_ Ours. | 

Gui. And our a ian 

Bel, | Have at it then.— 
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By leave; i hadſt, great king, a auge, who 
Was call'd Belarius. 
Cym. What of him ? he is 
A baniſh'd traitor. | 
--Bek; -- le it is, that hath 
Aſſum' d this age: indeed, a baniſh'd man; 3 
1 know not how, a traitor. 


m. | Take him hence; ; 
The whole world ſhall not ſave him. 
Bel. | Not too 1 


Firſt pay me for the 3 of thy ſons; 
And let it be confiſcate all, ſo ſoon 
As I have receiv'd e.. ee 

m. Nurſing of my ſons ? 

Bel. J am too blunt, and ſaucy : Here's my knee 3 
Ere I ariſe, I will prefer my ſons; _ 
Then, ſpare not the old father. Mighty ſir, 
Theſe two young gentlemen, that call me father, 

And think they are my ſons, are none of mine; 3 
They are the iſſue of your loins, my liege, 

And blood of your begetting. | 

6 | How ! my iſſue ? 5 

Bel. So fare x as you your father's. I, old Morgan, 
Am that Belarius whom you ſometime baniſh'd ; 
Your pleaſure was my mere offence, my puniſhment 
Itſelf, and all my treaſon ; that I ſuffer'd, 
Was all the harm I did, Theſe gentle princes 
(For ſuch, and ſo they are,) theſe twenty years 
Have I train'd up : thoſe arts they have, as I 
Could put into them; my breeding was, fir, as 
Jour highneſs knows. Their nurſe, Euriphile, 
Whom for the theft I wedded, ſtole theſe children 
Upon my baniſnment: I moy'd her to't ; | | 
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Having receiv'd the puniſhment before, 

For that which I did then : Beaten for loyalty 
Excited me to treaſon : Their dear loſs, | 
The more of you 'twas felt, the more it ſhap'd 
Unto my end of ſtealing them. But, gracious fir, 
Here are your ſons again; and I muſt loſe 
Two of the ſweet'ſt companions in the world ;— 
The benediction of theſe covering heavens 
Fall on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy 
To mlay heaven with ſtars. 

Cym. | Thon weep ſt and ſpeak'ſt, 

The ſervice, that you tue have done, is more 
Unlike than this thou tell'ſt: I loſt my children; 
If theſe be they, I know not how to with 
A pair of worthier ſons. | 

a -- De leas's 1 a while.— 
This gentleman, whom I call Polydore, 
Moſt worthy prince, as?yours, 1s true Guiderius : 
This gentleman, my Cadwal, Arviragus, 

Your younger princely ſon ; he, fir, was lapp'd 

In a moſt curious mantle, wrought by the hand 
Of his queen mother, which, for more probation, 
I can with eaſe produce. 5 

Cym. | SQuiderius had 
Upon his neck a mole, a ſanguine ſtar; 

It was a mark of wonder. 

Bel. | Ik̃)his is he; 

Who hath upon bim ſtill that natural ſtamp : 
It was wiſe nature's end in the n 

Jo be his evidence now. 
% ooo whatam T 
A mother to the birth of three? Ne'er mother 
Rejoic'd deliverance more :—Bleſs'd may you be, 


—— SELLS 4 — — 
* — Y 5 SEK — fs es wo 
— — Z- 25 - — — - — . 
one OB. — —_ — . — = N * * 
. — = — 2nd — 


— 


— 


* 
; 1 
vl 
N wal 


_ 


— — 

2 > - 
* — 
— — 


— — 8 MC * 
———— — —— 
— <4 "5. — 
— — Cay — — * _ _ 
8 2 - — - -_ 2 — —_— — N 2 a — — = pron 2 
1 2 —_ 7 ＋ , — 2 — q . : 2 - 5 — F — r — 255 wo b y _ 
- n - h £ : — - — 22 3 8 * - 2 2 Ef 
—5 9 r GS i: 7 _—_ — 2 7 3 3 r — — Pa Cal , l OR nc @ nr 8 
- Ez 1 * —_ = . x ws : 0 © c - — — — Gy Low ISLES — r - — gm - JM - 
— 2 ok = i = — — 3 rr WN — — —— — Sou - 3 = 
> > > l = 8 o PR, _ 2 7 _—_ pots jo S 4 « As = — 8 _—_ — " —__. 2 2 : — — — * : 6 _ — Gon 
o \ INS = —_—_— 2 EP Cw. fe ME * 2 — ab 2 > - — _—- - — . — 
2 * » > « > 6h. Ds = - 8 1 - - _ - — Se r — 
. \ 0 * a \ 2 by = x 2 * —— I 2 
- = => = + 5 — 2 9 2 — —— - L < ” _ — — — 8 — - - . = - - — — = = — 
— = 2 Ds * =.” =, — ho - ny — 2 — — — — — — — — 5 — 
„ bf by — * — — "I —- 2 1 - 
— — -- 2 5 - - — — = 4 
_ 2 TS — 


— * —— — — — — . 


1  — | CYMBELINE, AS v. 


That, after this ſtrange ſtarting from your orbs, 
You may reign in them now!—0O Imogen, 


Thou haſt loft by this a kingdom. 


Im. No, my lord 
J have got two worlds by't.—O my gentle brothers, 


Have we thus met? O never ſay hereafter, 


But I am trueſt ſpeaker : you call'd me brother, 


When II was but your ſiſter; I you brothers, 
When you were ſo indeed. 


m. Did you e' er meet ? 
Arv. Ay, my good lord, 


G. „ And at firſt meeting lov'd ; 


| Cetin ſo, until we thought he died. 


Cor. By the queen's dram ſhe ſwallow'd. 
m. O rare inſtinct! ! 


When ſhall J hear all through ? This fierce abridgement 


Hath to it circumſtantial branches, which 
Diſtinction ſhould be rich in. Where? how liv'd you 1 


And when came you to ſerve our Roman captive? 
Hoy parted with your brothers? how firſt met them? Lie 


Why fled you from the court? and whither ? Theſe, 
And your three motives to the battle, with 


I] know not how much more, ſhould be demanded 
And all the other by-dependancies, _ 

From chance to chance; but nor the time, nor r place, 
Will ferve our long intergatories. See, 
Poſthumus anchors upon Imogen; | 
And the, like harmleſs lightning, throws her eye 


On him, her brothers, me, her maſter ; hitting 


Each object with a joy; the counterchange 


Is ſeverally in all. Let's quit this ground, 


And ſmoke the temple with our facrifices.— 55 
155 hou art my brother; 80 we'll hold thee ever. 


EEC BELARIUS, 
Imo. 


y / A CYMBBLINE., 


Ino. You are my father too; and did relieve . 
To ſee this gracious ſeaſon. 
Cym. RIES (Ts, a * 
Save theſe in bonds; let them be joyful too, 
For they ſhall taſte our comfort, 


A 1 My good maſter, 
I will yet do you ſervice. 
RY Happy be you ! 


Cym. The forlorn ſoldier, that ſo nobly fought, 
He would have well becom'd this place, and grac'd 
The thankings of a king. 
Poſt. I am, fir, | 
The ſoldier that did company theſe three 
In poor beſeeming ; *twas a fitment for 
The purpoſe I then follow'd ;—That I was he, 
Speak, Iachimo; I had you down, and * 
Have made you finiſh, « 
lach. I am down again : "PE [Kneeling, 
But now my heavy conſcience finks my knee, 
As then your force did. Take that life, 'beſeech you, 
Which I fo often owe: but, your ring firſt ; 
And here the bracelet of the trueſt * 
That ever ſwore her faith. | 
. EKnuneel not to me ; 
The power that I have on you, is to ſpare you; 
The malice towards you, to forgive you: L. 
And deal with others better. 
n. e Nene doom d: 
We” Ul learn our freeneſs of a ſon-in-law 3 
Pardon” s the word to all. 
A. Vou holp us, ſir, 
As you did mean indeed to be our brothers. 
Joy'd are we, that you are. 
8 Your ſervant, princes, —Good my "Ee of 8 
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124 CYMBELINE, | A4 v. 


Call forth your ſoothſayer : As I ſlept, TIN; 
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back'd, 

Appear'd to me, with other ſprightly ſhows 

Of mine own kindred : when I wak'd, I found 
This label on my boſom ; whoſe containing 

Is ſo from ſenſe in hardneſs, that I can 

Make no collection of it: let him ſhow 

His ſkill in the conſtruction. 5 


Ze... 5 Philarmonus,— 
Sooth, Here, my ood lord. 
"ae Read, and declare the meaning. 


Sooth. [Reads. 1 When as a lion's vhelp ſhall, to himſelf 
unknown, without ſeeking find, and be embraced by a piece of 
tender air; and when from a ſtately cedar ſhall be lopped 
branches, which, being dead many years, ſhall after revive, 
be jointed to the old flock, and freſhly grow ; then ſhall Poſt- 
humus end his miſeries, Britain be fortunate, and Jorge in 
peace and plenty. 

Thou, Leonatus, art the lion's + whit; j 

The fit and apt conſtruction of thy name, 

Being Leo-natus, doth import ſo much: 

The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter, 

| Os [To CYMBELINE, 

Which we call mollis aer; and mollis aer 
We term it mulier : which mubier, IT divine, 
Is this moſt conſtant wife; who, even now, 

Anſwering the letter of the oracle, 


VDnknovn to you, unſought, were clipp'd about 


With this moſt tender air. 

m. This hath ſome hag: 

 Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline, 
Perſonates thee : and thy lopp'd branches point 

Thy two ſons forth: who, by Belarius ſtolen, 

For many years thought dead, are now reviv'd, 
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To the majeſtick cedar join'd ; whoſe iſſue 

Promiſes Britain peace and plenty. 

On. Well, 
My peace we will begin: — And, Caius Lucius, 
Although the victor, we ſubmit to Cæſar, 
And to the Roman empire; promiſing 
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which 
We were diſſuaded by our wicked queen; 
| Whom heavens, in juſtice, (both on her, and Herd). 
Have laid moſt heavy hand. 

Sooth. The fingers of the powers above do tune 
The harmony of this peace. The viſion 
Which I made known to Lucius, ere the ſtroke 
Of this yet ſcarce-cold battle, at this inſtant 
Is full accompliſh'd : For the Roman eagle, 
From ſouth to weſt on wing ſoaring aloft, 
Leſſen'd herſelf, and in the beams o'the ſun 
So vaniſh'd: which fore-ſhow'd our princely eagle, 
The imperial Cæſar, ſhould again unite 
His favour with the radiant Cymbeline, 
Which ſhines here in the weſt, 

Ow. Laud we the gods; ; 
And let our crooked ſmokes climb to their noſtrils 
From our bleſs'd altars! Publiſh we this peace 
To all our ſubjects. Set we forward: Let 
A Roman and a Britiſh enſign wave 
Friendly together : ſo through Lud's town march : 
And in the temple of great Jupiter _ 

Our peace we'll ratify ; ſeal it with feaſts.— 
Set on there: — Never was a war did ceaſe, 
Ere oy hands were waſh'd, with ſuch a peace. 
| [Exeunt, 
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OBSERVATIONS. 


II is obſervable, that this play is printed in the quarto of 1611, with 
exactneſs equal to that of the other books of thoſe times. The firſt 
elition was probably corrected by the author, ſo that here is very little 
room for conjecture or emendation; and accordingly none of the editors 
have much moleſted this piece with officious criticiſm. JoHNSORN. 


There is an authority for aſcribing this play to Shakſpeare, which I 
think a very ſtrong one, though not made uſe of, as I remember, by 
any of his commentators. It is given to him, among other plays, 
which are undoubtedly his, in a little book, called Palladis Tama, or 
the Second Part of Wit's Commonwealth, written by Francis Meres, 
Maiſter of arts, and printed at London in 1598. Ihe other tragedies, 
enumerated as his in that book, are King John, Richard the Second, 

Henry the Fourth, Richard the Third, and Romeo and Juliet. The 
comedies are, the Midſummer Night's Dream, the Gentlemen of Verona, 
the Comedy of Errors, the Love's Labour's Loft, the Love's Labour 
Win, and the Merchant of Vemce. T have given this liſt, as it ſerves 
fo far to aſcertain the date of theſe plays; and alſo, as it contains a no- 
tice of a comedy of Shakſpeare, the Love's Labour Mon, not included 
in any collection of his works; nor, as far as I know, attributed to 
him by any other authority, If there ſhould be a play in being with 
that title, though without Shakſpeare's name, I ſhould be glad to ſee 
it; and I think the editor would be ſure of the publick thanks, even if 
it !hould prove no better than the Love's Labour's Loſt, Ty RNÜAIT T. 


| The work of criticiſm on the plays of our author, is, I believe, ge- 
nerally found to extend or contract itſelf in proportion to the value of 
the piece under conſideration z and we fhall always do little where we 
deſire but little ſhould be done. I know not that this piece ſtands in 
need of much emendation; though it might be treated as condemned 
criminals are in ſome countries,—any experiments migtt be juſtifiably 
- made on it. 

The author, whoever he was, might have borrowed the ſtory, the 
names, the characters, &c. from an old ballad, which is entered in the 
books of the Stationers' Company immediately after the play on the 
ſame ſubject. John Danter] Feb. 6, 1593. A book entitled A 
Noble Roman Hiſtorie of Titus Andronicus.” 


« Entered 
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ce Entered unto him alſo the ballad thereof.” 
Entered again April 19, 1602, by Tho. Pavyer. 
The reader will find it in Dr. Percy's Religues of ancient Engl: 72 


Poetry, Vol. I. Dr. Percy adds, that “ there is reaſon to conclude | 
that this play was rather improved by Shakſpeare with a few fine 


touches of his pen, than originally writ by him; for not to mention that 
the ſtyle is leſs figurative than his others generally are, this tragedy is 


mentioned with diſcredit in the induction to Ben Jonſon's Bartholomew 


Fair | in 1614, as one that had been exhibited © five-and-twenty or thirty 
years: which, if we take the loweſt number, throws it back to the 
year 1589, at which time Shakſpeare was but 2 5: an earlier date than 
can be found for any other of. his pieces, and if it does not clear him 
entirely of it, ſhews at leaſt it was a firſt attempt.“ 


Though we are obliged to Dr. Percy for his attempt to clear our great : 


dramatick writer from the imputation of having produced this ſangui- 
nary performance, yet I cannot admit that the circumſtance of its being 


diſcreditably mentioned by Ben Jonſon, ought to have any weight; for 


Ben has not very ſparingly cenſured -The Tempeſt, and other pieces 
which are undoubtedly among the moſt finiſhed works of Shakſpeare. 
The whole of Ben's Prologue to Every Man in his Humour, is a mali- 
cious ſneer on him. 

Painter, in his Palace of Blade, Tom. II. ſpeaks of the ſtory of 
Titus as well known, and particularly mentions the cruelty of Tamora : 
And in 4 Knack to know a Knave, 1594, is the "wllowing. allubon 0 
it: 

a as welcome ſhall you be 

« To me, my daughters, and my ſon in law, 
« As Titus was unto the Roman ſenators, 

&© When he had made a conquſt on the Gorhs.” 

Whatever were the motives of Heming and Condell for admitting 
this tragedy among thoſe of e pe, rene, all it has gained by their fa- 
vour is, to be delivered down to poſterity with repeated remarks of con- 
tempt, —a Therſites babbling among heroes, and * my to be 
derided. STEEVENS. 


On what principle the editors of the firſt complete edition of our poet's 
plays admitted this into their volume, cannot now be aſcertained. The 
moſt probable reaſon that can be aſſigned, is, that he wrote a few lines 
in it, or gave ſome aſſiſtance to the author, in reviſing it, or in ſome 
other way aided him in bringing it forward on the ſtage, The tradition 
mentioned by Revenſcroft in the time of King James II. warrants us 
in making one or other of theſe ſuppoſitions, (t I have been told” 

(ſays he in his preface to an alteration of this play publiſhed | in 1687,) 
e by ſome anciently converſant with the ſtage, that it was not originally 
his, but brought by a private author to be acted, and he only gave 
ſome maſter touches to one or two of the principal parts or characters.“ 

A 2 & A ͤbooke 
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A booke entitled A noble Roman Hiftorie of Titus Andronicus was 
entered at Stationers-Hall, Feb. 6, 1593-4. This was undoubtedly 
the play, as it was printed in that year (according to Langbaine, who 
alone appears to have ſeen the firſt edition,) and acted by the ſervants 
of the Earls of Pembroke, Derby, and Suſſex. It is obſervable that 
in the entry no author's name is mentioned, and that the play was ori- 
ginally performed by the ſame company of comedians who exhibited the 
old drama, entitled The Contention of the Houſes of Yorke and Lancaſter, 
The old Taming of a Shrew, and Marlowe's King Edward II. by whom 

not one of Shak ſpeare's plays is ſaid to have been performed. | 
From Ben Jonſon's Induction to Bartholomew Fair, 1614, we learn 
that Andronicus had been exhibited twenty-five or thirty years before; 
that is, according to the loweſt computation, in 1589 or taking a mid- 
dle period, which is perhaps more juſt, in 1587, | 
Io enter into a long diiquiſition to prove this piece not to have been 
written by Shakſpeare, would be an idle waſte of time. To thoſe 
who are not converſant with his writings, if particular paſſages were 
examined, more words would be neceſſary than the ſubje& is worth; 
thoſe who are well acquainted with his works, cannot entertain a doubt 
on the queſtion.—I will however mention one mode by which it may 
be eafily aſcertained. Let the reader only peruſe a few lines of Appius 
and Virginia, Tancred and Giſmund, The Baitle of Alcazar, FJeronimo, 
Selimus Emperor of the Turks, The Wounds of Civil War, The Wars of Cyrus, 
Locrine, Arden of Feverſham, King Edward I. The Spaniſh Tragedy, 
Solyman and Perſeda, King Leir, the old King Fohn, or any other of 
the pieces that were exhibited before the time of Shakſpeare, and he 
will at once perceive that Titus Andronicus was coined in the ſame mint. 
The teſtimony of Meres, mentioned in a preceding note, alone re- 
mains to be conſidered. His enumerating this among Shakſpeare's 
plays may be accounted for in the ſame way in which we may account 
for its being printed by his fellow-comedians in the firſt folio edition of 
his works. Meres was in 1598, when his book appeared, intimately 
connected with Drayton, and probably acquainted with ſome of the 
dramatick poets of the time, from ſome or other of whom he might 
have heard that Shakſpeare intereſted himſelf about this tragedy, or 
had written a few lines for the author. The internal evidence furniſh- 
ed by the piece itſelf, and proving it not to have been the production of 
Shakſpeare, greatly outweighs any fingle teſtimony on the other fide. 
Meres might have been miſ-informed, or inconſiderately have given 
credit to the rumour of the day. For fix of the plays which he has 
mentioned, (excluſive of the evidence which the repreſentation of the 
pieces themſelves might have furniſhed,) he had perhaps no better 
authority than the whiſper of the theatre; for they were not then 
printed. He could not have been deceived by a title-page, as Dr. John- 
ſon ſuppoſes ; for Shakſpeare's name is not in the title- page of the edi- 
| 3 7 tion 
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tion printed in quarto in 1617, and therefore we may conclude, was 
not in the title-page of that in 1594, of which the other was undoubt- 
edly a re-imprefſion. Had this mean performance been the work of 
Shak ſpeare, can it be ſuppoſed that the bookſellers would not have 
endeavoured to procure a ſale for it by ſtamping his name upon it? 
In ſhort, the high antiquity of the piece, its entry on the Stationers? 
books, and being afterwards printed without the name of our author, its 
being performed by the ſervants of Lord Pembroke, &c. the ſtately 
march of the verfification, the whole colour of the compoſition, its re- 
ſemblance to ſeveral of our moſt ancient dramas, the diſſimilitude of 
the ſtyle from our author's undoubted compoſitions, and the tradition 
mentioned by Ravenſcroft, when ſome of his contemporaries had not 
been long dead, (for Lowin and Taylor, two of his fellow-comedians, 
were alive a * years before the Reſtoration, and Sir William D'Ave- 
nant, who had himſelf written for the ſtage in 1629, did not die 
till April 2668;) all theſe circumſtances combined, prove with irreſiſt- 
ible force that the play of Titus Audronicus has deen erroneouſly ages 
to Shakſpeare. MALoONE., 


PERSON REPRESENTED. 


SATURNINUS, Son 10 the late Emperor of Rome, avid after 
avards declared Emperor himſelf. 

BasslaN us, Brother to Saturninus; in love with 1 
Tirus ANDRONICUS, æ noble Roman, General againſt the 
SGBoths. 

Marcus ANDRONICUS, vas of the People; and Brother 

to Titus, 

Lucius, 
QuixTvus, | 
MAaRTIUS, 
MuTiuvs, / 
Young LUC1U "Fe a Boy, Son to Lucius, 
 PvuBL1vs, Sox to Marcus the Tribune. 
ZEMILIUS, à noble Roman. | 
ALARBUS, oY | 

CHIRON, \ Sons to Tamora, 
De Mk TRIVUs, J 
AARON, a Moor, beloved by Tamora, 

A Captain, Tribune, Meſſenger, and Clown; Romans, 
| Goths, and Romans. 


Sons to Titus Andronicus, 


 TamMoRaA, Dome of the Goths. 
Lavinia, Daughter to Titus Andronicus. 
A Nurſe, and a black Child, 


Kinſmen of Titus, Senators, Tribunes, Officers, Soldiers, and 
| Attendants. 


SCENE, Rome ; and the Country near it. 


— —— —— —— —— .d 


TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


—— ——— — Wee — E 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


— —— — — 
= * 


Rome. Before the Capitol. 


The Tomb of the Andronici appearing z the Tribunes and 


Senators aloft, as in the Senate. Enter, below, Sar uR- 


NINUS and his followers, on one fide; and BASSIANUS 
and his followers, on the other; with drum and colours. 


| Saturninus. 
ps patricians, patrons of my right, 
Defend the juſtice of my cauſe with arms; 
And, countrymen, my loving followers, 
Plead my ſucceſlive title with your ſwords : 
I ͤam his firſt- born ſon, that was the laſt 
That ware the imperial diadem of Rome; 
Then let my father's honours live in me, 
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. 
Baſ. Romano ends, followers, favourers of. my 
right, — 

. If ever Baſſianus, Ceſar" s ſon, 

Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 

Keep then this paſſage to the Capitol; 
And ſuffer not diſhonour to approach 

The imperial ſe-t, to virtue conſecrate, 
Io juſtice, continence, and nobility : 
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2 TITUS ANDRONICUS. 
But let deſert in pure election ſhine ; 1 5 
And, Romans, fight for freedom in your CHEE: 


"Hier Maxcus ANDRONICUS alift, bit h the CrOWN. 


Mar. Princes,—that ſtrive by factions, and by friends, | 


Ambitiouſly for rule and empery,— 


Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we ſtand | | 


A ſpecial party, have, by common voice, 
In election for the Roman empery, 

Choſen Andronicus, ſurnamed Pius 

For many good and great deſerts to Rome; 
. A nobler man, a braver warrior, 

Lives not this day within the city walls : 2 
He by the ſenate is accited home, | 
From weary wars againſt the barbarous Goths ; 
That, with his ſons, a terror to our foes, 

Hath yok'd a nation ſtrong, train'd up in arms, 
Ten years are ſpent, fince firſt he undertook 
This cauſe of Rome, and chaſtiſed with arms 
Our enemies” pride: Five times he hath return'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant ſons 

In coffins from the field; 

And now at laſt, laden with honour's ſpoils, 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Titus, flouriſhing in arms. 

Let us entreat,—By honour of his name, 
Whom, worthily, you would have now ſucceed, 
And in the Capitol and ſenate's right, 
Whom you pretend to honour and adore,— 
That you withdraw you, and abate your ſtrength ; 1 
Diſmiſs your followers, and, as ſuitors ſhould, 
Plead your deſerts in peace and humbleneſs, 


Sat. How fair the tribune ade to calm Saad thoughts * 


AS 1. TITUS ANDRONICUS. E 


Baſ. Marcus Andronicus, ſo I do affy 
In thy uprightneſs and integrity, 
And ſo I love and honour thee and thine, 
Thy noble brother Titus, and his ſons, 
And her, to whom my thoughts are humbled all, 


_ Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament, 
That I will here diſmiſs my loving friends; 


And to my fortunes, and the people's favour, | 


Commit my cauſe in balance to be weigh'd. 
| [ Exeunt the followers of BASSIANUS, . 
Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in my right, 


I thank you all, and here diſmiſs you all; 

And to the love and favour of my country 

Comme myſelf, my perſon, and the cauſe. | 

| _ [ Exeunt the fulloxwers of SATURNINUS, 


| 16 be as juſt and gracious unto me, 
As I am confident and kind to thee.— 


Open the gates, and let me in. 


Baſ. Tribunes! and me, a poor competitor. 


{SAT. and BAS. go into the Capitol, and excunt with pe 


en, Max cus, Sec. 


SCENE I. 
The fame. 
Butler a Captain, and Others, ” 


"Ga, Kaine: make way; The good Andronicus, 
Patron of virtue, Rome's beſt champion, 


Succeſsful in the battles that he fights, 


With honour and with fortune is return d 


From where he circumſcribed with his ſword, 


* 


And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome. 3 
| B 2 Flouryh 
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2 TITUS ANDRONICUS. AF 1. 


But let deſert in pure election ſhine ; | 
And, Romans, fight for freedoms 3 in 988 choice. 


Enter Marcus Anprontevs abft, with the crown. 


Mar. Princes, that ſtrive by fabtions, and by friends, 
Arabitiouſly for rule and empery,— 
Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we ſtand | 
A ſpecial party, have, by common voice, 5 
In election for the Roman empery, 
Choſen Andronicus, ſurnamed Pius 


Ss many good and great deſerts to . ; 


nobler man, a braver warrior, 
Lives not this day within the city walls : 
He by the ſenate 1s accited home, | 
From weary wars againſt the barbarous Goths ; ; 
That, with his ſons, a terror to our foes, _ 
Hath yok'd a nation ſtrong, train'd up in arms. 
Ten years are ſpent, ſince firſt he undertook 
This cauſe of Rome, and chaſtiſed with arms 
Our enemies” pride: Five times he hath return'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant ſons | 
In coffins from the field; 
And now at laſt, laden with honour $ ſpoils; 5 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 

Renowned Titus, flouriſhing in arms. 
Let us entreat,—By honour of his name, 
Whom, worthily, you would have now ſucceed, 
And in the Capitol and ſenate's right, 
Whom you pretend to honour and adore,— & 
That you withdraw you, and abate your n 5 
Diſmiſs your followers, and, as ſuitors ſnould, 
Plead your deſerts in peace and humbleneſs, 
Sat, How fair the tribune ſpeaks to calm my thoughts! 


” 


Aci 1. TITUS ANDRONICUS. | 2 


Baſ. Marcus Andronicus, ſo I do affy 
In thy uprightneſs and integrity, | 
And ſo I love and honour thee and thine, 
Thy noble brother Titus, and his ſons, 


And her, to whom my thoughts are humbled all, 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament, _ 
That I will here diſmiſs my loving friends; 


And to my fortunes, and the people's favour, 


Commit my cauſe in balance to be weigh'd. 


- [ Exeunt the folloawers of BASSIANUS, 
Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in my — 
I thank you all, and here diſmiſs you all; 


And to the love and favour of my country 


Commit myſelf, my perſon, and the cauſe. 
| | [ Exeunt the followers of SATURNINUS, 
Rome, be as juſt and gracious unto me, 


As I am confident and kind to thee.— 
Open the gates, and let me in. 


Baſ. Tribunes! and me, a poor competitor. 
[Sa r. and Bas. go into the Capitol, and exeunt uw 
SOT MARCUS „Se. 


SCENE II. 
De ſame. 
Bnter a Captain, and Others, 


Cap. Romans, make way; The good Andronicus, 


Patron of virtue, Rome's beſt champion, 


Succeſsful in the battles that he fights, 


; With honour and with fortune is return 4, : 
From where he circumſcribed with his ſword, 
And Hg to yoke, the enemies of Rome, 


B 2 Flouri/h 


hx ED TITUS ANDRONICUS. 421. 


Flouriſh of trumpets, &c. Enter MuTius and MART1US: | 
after them, two men bearing a coffin cover'd with black ; 
then QulN Tus and Lucius. After them, TiTUs AN- 
DRONICUS; and then TAMORA, with ALARBUS, CHI- 
Ron, DEMETRIUS, AARON, and other Gothe, priſoners ; 
ſoldiers and people, following, The bearers ſet down the 
coffin, and Tir us ſpeaks, | 


Tit. Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning weeds! 
Lo, as the bark, that hath diſcharg'd her fraught, 
Returns with precious lading to the bay, 
From whence at firſt ſhe weigh'd her anchorage, 
_ Cometh Andronicus, VIRS 1 with laurel boughs, 

To re-ſalute his country with his tears 
Tears of true joy for his recurn to Rome.— 
Thou great defender of this Capitol, 
Stand gracious to the rites that we intend !— 
Romans, of five and twenty valiant ſons, . 
Half of the number that king Priam had, 
Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead ! 
Theſe, that ſurvive, let Rome reward with love; 3 
Theſe, that I bring unto their lateſt home, 
With burial amongſt their anceſtors : 
Here Goths have given me leave to ſheath my ſword. 
Titus, unkind, and careleſs of thine own, 
Why ſuffer'ſt thou thy ſons, unburied yet, 
To hover on the dreadful ſhore of Styx? 
MAS way to 1 them * their brethren. 

[xe tomb i 15 eue. 

There greet in diane as he dead are wont, 
And lep i in peace, ſlain in your country's wars! 
O ſacred receptacle of my joys, 
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility, 


How 


Ad 1. TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


How many ſons of mine haſt thou in ſtore, 
That thou wilt never render to me more ? 
Luc. Give us the proudeſt priſoner of the Goths, 
That we may hew his limbs, and, on a pile, 
Ad manes fratrum ſacrifice his fleſh, 
| Before this earthly priſon of their bones; 
That ſo the ſhadows be not unappeas'd, 
Nor we diſturb'd with prodigies on earth. 
Tit. I give him you; the nobleſt that ſurvives, 
The eldeſt ſon of this diſtreſſed queen. 


Tam. Stay, Roman brethren ;— Gracious Os 


Victorious Titus, rue the tears I ſhed, 

A mother's tears in paſſion for her ſon : 

And, if thy ſons were ever dear to thee, 

O, think my ſon to be as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, 

Too beautify thy triumphs, and return, 
Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke; 
But muſt my ſons be ſlaughter'd in the ſtreets, 

For valiant doings in their country's cauſe ? 

Oh if to fight for king and common weal 

Were piety in thine, it is in theſe, 
Andronicus, ſtain not thy tomb with blood: 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods? 

Draw near them then in being merciful : _ 

Sweet mercy is nobility's true badge ; 

Thrice-noble Titus, ſpare my firſt-born ſon. 

Tit. Patient yourſelf, madam, and pardon me. 
Theſe are their brethren, whom you Goths beheld 

Alive, and dead; and for their brethren lain, 

Religiouſly they aſk a ſacrifice z 

To this your ſen is mark'd ; and die he muſt, / 


To appeaſe their groaning thadown that are gone, 


e, Ax with him! and make a fire e ; 


And 


— 
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© ___ T17TVs ANDRONICUS, . 


And with our ſwords, upon a pile of wood, 


Let's hew his limbs, till they be clean conſum'd. 
[ Exeunt Lucius, QUINTUS, Makrius, and 
MuTius, with ALARBUS. 
Tam. O cruel, irreligious piety ! 
_ Chi, Was ever Scythia half fo barbarous ? 
Dem. Oppoſe not Scythia to ambitious Rome. 


5 Alarbus goes to reſt; and we ſurvive 


To tremble under Titus threatening look. 
Then, madam, ſtand reſolv'd; but hope withal, 
The ſelf-ſame gods, that 0 the queen of 9 
With opportunity of ſharp revenge 

Upon the Thracian tyrant in his tent, 

May favour Tamora, the queen of Goths, 


(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was queen,) 


To quart the moody wrongs upon her foes. 


Re-enter Lucius, QuinrTvs, MARTIUS, and MuTivs, 
d their . Gin 


Tuc. See, lord 5 PRESS how we have perform'd 
Our Roman rites: Alarbus' limbs are lopp'd , 


And entrails feed the ſacrificing fire, 
Whoſe ſmoke, like incenſe, doth perfume the iky. 


Remaineth nought, but to inter our brethren, 


And with loud larums welcome them to Rome. 


Tit. Let it be ſo, and let Andronicus 


5 Make this his lateſt farewell to their ſouls. 


[Trumpets ſounded, and the coffins laid in the tomb. : 
In peace and honour reſt you here, my ſons; | 
Rome's readieſt champions, repoſe you here, 


Secure from worldly chances and miſhaps ! 


Here lurks no treaſon, here no envy ſweils, 5 
8. | oe a rg po ine Here 


Act 1. 5 Tirus ANDRONICUS. | F 


Here grow no damned grudges; here are no ſtorms, 
No noiſe, but ſilence and eternal ſleep : | 


Enter LAVINIA, 


In peace and honour reſt you here my ſons! 

| Lav, In peace and honour live lord Titus long; ; 
My noble lord and father live in fame! 2 5 

Lo! at this tomb my tributary tears 

I render, for my brethren's obſequies 

And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy 

Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome: 

O, bleſs me here with thy victorious hand, 

Whoſe fortunes Rome's beſt citizens applaud. _ 
Tit. Kind Rome, that haſt thus lovingly reſerv'd 

The cordial of mine age to glad my heart 1 

Lavinia, live; outlive thy father's days, 

And fame” : eternal n for virtue's praiſe! 


Enter Ma kcus Anpronicus, SATURNINUS, Bass- 
AN us, and Others, | 


Mar. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother, 
_ Gracious triampher in the eyes of Rome! 
Tit, Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother Marcus. 
Mar. And welcome, nephews, from ſucceſsful wars, 
You that ſurvive, and you that ſleep in fame. 
Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 
That in your country's ſervice drew your ſwords „ 
But ſafer triumph is this funeral pomp, 
That hath aſpir'd to Solon's happineſs, 
And triumphs over chance, in honour's bed. 
Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 
Whoſe friend in juſtice thou haſt ever been, 
Send thee by me, their tribune, and their truſt, 


. 
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= | TITUS ANDRONICUS, FE. & 


This palliament of white and ſpotleſs hue; 
And name thee in election for the empire, 
With theſe our late-deceaſed emperor's ſons : 
Be candidatus then, and put it on, 
And help to ſet a head on headleſs Rome. 
Tit. A better head her glorious body fits, 
Than his, that ſhakes for age and feebleneſs: 
What! ſhould I don this rakes; and trouble you? 
Be choſen with proclamations to-dayz _ 
'To-morrow, yield up rule, reſign my life, 
And fet abroad new bufineſs for you all? 
Rome, I have been thy ſoldier forty years, 
And led my country's ſtrength ſucceſsfully ; 
And buried one and twenty valiant ſons, 
Knighted in field, flain manfully in arms, 
In right and ſervice of their noble country : 
Give me a ſtaff of honour for mine age, 
Eut not a ſcepter to control the world: 
Upright he held it, lords, that held it aft. 
Mar. Titus, thou ſhalt obtain and aſk the empery. 
Sat. Proud and ambitious tribune, canſt thou tell? 
Tit. Fauence, prince Saturnine. 
Sat. | Romans, do me right; — 
Patricians, draw your ſwords, and ſheath them not 
Till Saturninus be Rome's emperor :— 
Andronicus, would thou wert ſhipp'd to hell, 
Rathie than rob me of the people's hearts. 
Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thce ! | 
Tit. Content thee, prince; I will reſtore to thee | 
The people's hearts, and weaa them from themſelves, 
Baſ. Andronicus, I do not flatter ther, 
But honour thee, and will do till I die; | 
My faction if thou ſtrengthen with thy friends, 1 


AF 1, TITUS ANDRONICUS. 9 


I will moſt thankful be: and thanks, to men 
Of noble minds, is honourable meed, 
Ti. People of Rome, and people's tribunes here, 
J aſk your voices, and your ſuffrages 
Will you beſtow them friendly on Andronicus ? 
Trib. To gratify the good Andronicus, 
And gratulate his ſafe return to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits. 8 
Tit. Tribunes, I thank you: and this ſuit I make, 
That you create your emperor's eldeſt ſon, | 
Lord Saturnine; whoſe virtues will, I hope, 
Reflect on Rome, as Titan's rays on earth, 
And ripen juſtice in this common-weal: 
Then if you will elect by my advice, 
_ Crown him, and fay,—Long live our emperor ! 
Mar. With voices and applauſe of every ſort, 
Patricians, and plebeians, we create 
Lord Saturninus, Rome's great emperor ; 
And ſay * our emperor Saturnine ! 
9 5 [A long flouriſh, 
Sat. Titus Ka for thy favours done 
To us in our election this day, 
1 give thee thanks in part of thy deſerts, 
And will with deeds requite thy gentleneſs ; 
And, for an onſet, Titus, to advance 
Thy name, and honourable family, 
Lavinia will I make my empereſs, 
Rome's royal miſtreſs, miſtreſs of my heart, 
And in the ſacred Pantheon her eſpouſe: 
Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion pleaſe thee ? ? 
Tit. It doth, my worthy lord; and, in this match, 
I hold me highly honour'd of your grace: 
And here, in fight of Rome, to Saturnine,— 
King and commander of our common-weal, 
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10 Tirus ANDRONICUS. Adi r. 


The wide world's emperor,—do I conſecrate 


My ſword, my chariot, and my priſoners 


Preſents well worthy Rome's imperial lord : 
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe, 
Mine honour's enſigns humbled at thy feet. 

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life! 


Ho proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 
Rome ſhall record; and, when I do forget 


The leaſt of theſe unſpeakable deſerts, 
Romans, forget your fealty to me. | 
Ti it, Now, n are you priſoner to an emperor ; ; 
| [To TAMORA, k 


3 him, that for your honour and your ſtate, 


Will uſe you nobly, and your followers. 

Fat. A goodly lady, truſt me; of the hue 

That I would chooſe, were I to So anew.— 

Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance; 

Though chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer, 


Thou com'ſt not to be made a ſcorn in Rome: 
Princely ſhall be thy uſage every way. 
Reſt on my word, and let not diſcontent 

Daunt all your hopes; Madam, he comforts you, 


Can make you greater than the queen of Goths.— 


Lavinia, you are not diſpleas'd with this? 


Law. Not I, my lord; ſith true nobility 
Warrants theſe words in princely courteſy. 
Sat. Thanks, ſweet Lavinia. - Romans, let us 5 go : 


Ranſomleſs here we ſet our priſoners free: 


Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum. 
Bo. Lord Titus, by? your leave, this maid 1s mine. 
| [ Seizing LAVINIA. 
Me. How, fir? Are you in earneſt then, my lord ? 
_ Baſ. Ay, noble Titus; and reſolv'd withal, | 
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Fucbin edi 0ct1.1600 by Ternor Hood. Poultry. 


. ' TITUS ANDRONICUS. | 11-: 


To do moyalf this reaſon and this right, 
7 he Emperor courts 'TAMORA in dumb ſoow. 
Mar, Suum cuique is our Roman juſtice : 
This prince in juſtice ſeizeth but his own. 
Luc. And that he will, and ſhall, if Lucius live. | 
Tit. Traitors, avaunt! Where is the emperor's guard? 
Treaſon, my lord ; Lavinia is ſurpriz'd, 
Sat, burprin's ! By whom? 
Baſ. By him that jultly n may 
Bear his betroth'd from all the world away. | 
 [Exeunt Makcus and BASSIANUS, with LAVINIA., 
Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away, 
And with my ſword I'll keep this door ſafe. | 
[Exeunt Lucius, QUINTUsS, and MARTIUS. 
2 t. Follow, my lord, and I'll ſoon bring her back. 
Mut. My _ you paſs not here. 


What, villain boy ! 
Barr' me my way in Rome? [TiTvs kills Murius. 
Mut. | Help, Lucius, help! 


Re-enter Lveius. 


Luc. My lord, you are di. and, more than ſo, 
In ͤ wrongful quarrel you have ſlain your ſon. 
Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any ſons of mine; 
My ſons would never ſo diſhonour me: 
Traitor, reſtore Lavinia to the emperor. 
Luc. Dead, if you will; but not to be his wife, 
That is another's lawful promis'd love, [Exit 
Sat. No, Titus, no; the emperor needs her not, 
Not her, nor thee, nor any of thy ſtock : 
I'll truſt, by leiſure, him that mocks me once; 
Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty ſons, 
Confederates all thus to dilbonour, me. 


TITUS ANDRONICUS? AX 1. 


Was there none elſe in Rome to make a tale of, 
But Saturnine ? Full well, Andronicus, 2 
Agree theſe deeds with that proud brag of thine, 
That ſaid'ſt, I begg'd the empire at thy hands. 
Tot. O monſtrous! what reproachful words are theſe ? 
Sat. But go thy ways; go, give that changing piece 
To him that flouriſh'd for her with his ſword : 
A valiant ſon-in-law thou ſhalt enjoy 
One fit to bandy with thy lawleſs ſons, 


Too ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome, 


Tit. Theſe words are razors to my wounded heart. 
Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of Goths,— 
That, like the ſtately Phoebe mongſt her nymphs, 
Doſt overſhine the gallant'ſt dames of Rome,— # 
If thou be pleas'd with this my ſudden choice, 
Behold, I chooſe thee, Tamora, for my bride, 
And will create thee empereſs of Rome. 
- Speak, queen of Goths, doſt thou applaud my choice? 
And here I ſwear by all the Roman Gods, — 
Sith prieſt and holy water are ſo near, 
And tapers burn ſo bright, and every thing 
In readineſs for Hymeneus ſtand,— 
I will not re-falute the ſtreets of Rome, 
Or climb my palace, till from forth this place 
E lead eſpous'd my bride along with me. 
Tam. And here, in fight of heaven, to Rome I ſwear, 
If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths, 
She will a handmaid be to his deſires, 
A loving nurſe, a mother to his youth, 
Sat. Aſcend, fair queen, Pantheon : ;—Lords, accom- 
© any 
Your noble emperor, and his lovely wide; 
Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine, 5 
17 85 „ Whoſe 


lA 1, TITUS ANDRONICUS. +," Bf 


Whoſe wiſdom hath her fortune conquered : 
There ſhall we conſummate our ſpouſal rites. 5 
[Exeunt SATURNINUS, and his followers ; Tauox * 
and her Sons; AARON and Goths. 
Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this bride ;— 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 
Diſhonour'd thus, and challenged of wrongs? _ 


Re-enter MARCUS, LUCIUS, QUINTUs, and MARTIUs. | 


Mar. O, Titus, ſee, O, ſee, what thou haſt done! 
| In a bad quarrel ſlain a virtuous ſon. 
Tit. No, fooliſh tribune, no; no ſon of mine,— 
Nor thou, nor theſe, confederates in the deed _ 
That hath diſhonour'd all our family; 

Unworthy brother, and unworthy ſons ! 

Luc, But let us give him burial, as becomes; 5 
Give Mutius burial with our brethren. 

Tit. Traitors, away! he reſts not in this tomb. 
This monument five hundred years hath ſtood, 
Which I have ſumptuouſly re- edified: 

Here none but ſoldiers, and Rome's ſervitors, 
Repoſe in fame; none baſely ſlain in brawls ;— 
Bury him where you can, he comes not here. 

Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you : | 
My nephew Mutius' deeds do plead for him; ; 

He muſt be buried with his brethren. | | 
Quin. Mart. And ſhall, or him we will accompany. 

Tit, And ſhall? What villain was 1t ſpoke that word ? 

Quin. He that would vouch't in any place but here. 

Tit. What, would you bury him in my deſpite ? 

Mar. No, noble Titus; but entreat of thee _ 

To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. +,, 
Tit. Marcus, even thou haſt firuck upon my. creſt, 


| | Aud. 


222 - WI Ds ” i — 
= = 20 — 
: "x 204" 


— 
— = 
— —— - - des p — 
ROD — — A % * 
: 2 = . if hap ac = 8 = 
2 2 * 8 * — — 


L * — 2 — 
2 2 
. 5 — — — 
* > — > — —— ——— — — — — 
— — . Gn — LORDS. - — 2 — D — — 
— — — — — Ez — 2 - - — ——— — 
2 ” he v2 x5 Toe IT) I — —— . — * 
2 2 5 — - — 
—= - 


— 


> 


— 


— 


— 2 
— 


— n 
= OE —— 


> 2 
=. 2 
— 

— 


— — m_—_ — A 
8 AN — 
XI __ 4 2 


— — 


= OO \ 
Sr 
. \ 
_ -— 4 
_ 
= Do 2— — — 


— u—  -————_— * * 
———— —— CN ee ERS 
— — N 


— 


— 1 by — — 4 — 
= — —— - _ - . e — - d yg 2. - — * 
* — — * 2 —_— 1 7 3 oc Wi 1 - _— 
Arr. — — * 5 


— * —— — —— — — ——— — gn -—ong 


14 TITUS ANDRONICUS, AA 1. 


5 And, with theſe boys, mine honour thou haſt wounded : 


My foes I do repute you every one; 


So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 


Mart. He is not with himſelf; let us withdraw. 
* Not I, till Mutius' bones be buried. 
| [Marcus and the ſons of TiTus kneel. 
Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead. 
Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature ſpeak. 
Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the reſt will ſpeed. 
Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my foul, 
Luc. Dear father, ſoul and ſubſtance of us all.— 
Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter 


2 His noble nephew here in virtue's neſt, 


That died in honour and Lavinia's cal | 


Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous. 


The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax 
That ſlew himſelf; and wiſe Laertes' ſon 


Did graciouſly plead for his funerals. 
Let not young Mutius then, that 1 was wn, joy, 
Be barr'd his entrance here. 


: Tax; | Ret. Riſe, Marcus, riſe :- — 
The diſmall'ſt day is this, that e'er I ſaw, 


To be diſhonour'd by my ſons in Rome !— 
Well, bury him, and r me the next. 


[MvuT1vs is put into the tomb. 
Lac. There lie thy bones, ſweet Mutius, with thy friends, 


Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb !— 


All. No man ſhed tears for noble Mutius; 

He lives in fame that died in virtue's cauſe, 

Mar. My lord,—to ſtep out of theſe dreary dumps,— 
How comes it, that the ſubtle queen of Goths 


: Is of a ſudden thus advanc'd in Rome ? 


Tit. I know not, Marcus; but, I know, it is; 


Whether by device, or no, the heavens can tell ; 


44 I, TITUS ANDRONICUS. 1s 


Is ſhe not then beholden to the man | 
That brought her for this high good turn ſo far ? 
Yes, and will nobly him remunerate. 


Flouriſh, Re-enter, at one fide, SATURNINUS, attended; 
TaMoORa, CHiRON, DEMETRIUS, and AARON: Mt 
the other, BASSIANUS, LAVINIA, and Others, 


Sat. So Baſſianus, you have play*d your prize 
God give you joy, ir, of your gallant bride. 
Baſ. And you of yours, my lord: I ſay no more, 

Nor wiſh no leſs; and fo I take my leave. | | 
Sat. Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have power, | 
Thou and thy faction ſhall repent this „ 

Baſ. Rape, call you it, my lord, to ſeize my owns 
My true-betrothed love, and now my wife ? 
But let the laws of Rome determine all; 
Mean while I am poſleſs'd of that is mine. 
Sat. Tis good, ſir : You are very ſhort with us ; 3 
But, if we live, we'll be as ſharp with you. 
Baſ. My lord, what I have done, as beſt I may, 
Anſwer I muſt, and ſhall do with my life. 
Only thus much I give your grace to know, 
By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 
This noble gentleman, lord Titus here, 
Is in opinion, and in honour, wrong'd ; 
That, in the reſcue of Lavinia, 
With his own hand did flay his youngeſt ſon, 
In zeal to you, and highly mov'd to wrath 
To be control'd in that he frankly gave: 
Receive him then to favour, Saturninez _ 
That hath expreſs'd himſelf, in all his deeds, 
A father, and a friend, to thee, and Rome. 
Tit. Prince Baſſianus, leave to plead my deeds; 
th | ZI 3 
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Tis thou, and thoſe, that have diſhonour'd me: 


Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge, 
How I have lov'd and honour'd Saturnine! 
Jam. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 


Were gracious in thoſe princely eyes of thine, 
Then hear me ſpeak indifferently for all; 
And at my ſuit, ſweet, pardon what 1s oat.” 


Sat. What! madam! be diſhonour'd openly, 


Th And baſely put it up without revenge ? 


Tam. Not ſo, my lord ; The gods of Rome forefend, 


1 ſhould be author to Sion; you! 


But, on mine honour, dare I undertake 


For good lord Titus' innocence in all, | 
Whole fury, not diſſembled, ſpeaks his griefs : 
Then, at my ſuit, look graciouſly on him; 

: Loſe not ſo noble a friend on vain ſuppoſe, 
Nor with ſour Jooks afflict his gentle heart.— 

My lord, be rul'd by me, be won at laſt, 
Diſſemble all your griefs and diſcontents: 


You are but newly planted in your throne ; 


Leſt then the people, and patricians too, 
Upon a juſt ſurvey, take Titus? part, 


And ſo ſupplant us for ingratitude, 
(Which Rome reputes to be a heinous ſin,) 


_ Yield at entreats, and then let me alone: 


I'Il find a day to maſſacre them all, 


And raze their faction, and their family, 
The cruel father, and his traitorous ſons, 


To whom 1 ſued for my dear ſon's life; 

And make them know, what ' tis to let a queen 

EKneel in the ſtreets, and beg for grace in vain.— [ Aſide. 
Come, come, {ſweet emperor,—come, Andronicus, 
Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart 

That dies in tempos. of thy angry frown. 


Sat. 
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Sat. Riſe, Titus, riſe; my empreſs hath enird. 
Tit. I thank your majeſty, and her, my lord: 
Theſe words, theſe looks, infuſe new life in me. 
Tam. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome, 

A Roman now adopted happily, 
And muſt adviſe the emperor for his good, 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus z— 
And let it be mine honour, good my lord, 
That I have reconcil'd your friends and you.— 
For you, prince Baſſianus, I have paſs'd 
My word and promiſe to the emperor, 
That you will be more mild and tractable.— 
And fear not, lords,—and you, Lavinia; 
By my advice, all humbled on your knees, 
You ſhall aſk pardon of his majeſty. 


Luc. We do; and vow to heaven, and to his bighneſs, | 


That, what we ad, was mildly, as we might, 
Tend'ring our ſiſter's honour, and our own. 
Mar. That on mine honour here I do proteſt. 
Sat. Away, and talk not; trouble us no more.— 
Tam. Nay, nay, ſweet emperor, we muſt all be friends : 
The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace; 
I will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back. 
Sat. Marcus, for thy fake, and thy brother's here, 
And at my lovely Tamora's entreats, 
I do remit theſe young men's ou faults. 
Stand up. 
Lavinia, though you left me like a a 
I found a friend; and ſure as death I ſwore, 
I would not part a bachelor from the prieſt. 
Come, if the emperor's court can feaſt two brides, 


| You are my gueſt, Lavinia, and your friends: 


This day ſhall be a love-days Te. „„ 
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Tit, To-morrow, an it pleaſe your majeſty, 


To hunt the panther and the hart with me, 
With horn and hound, we'll give your grace n. jour. 


Sat. Be it ſo, Titus, and gramercy too, | 
i om . [Exeunt, 


ACT 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


The FO. Before the Palace. 


"ie AaRoN. 


FRY Now climbeth Tamora Olympus? top, 
Safe out of fortune's ſhot ; and ſits aloft, 

Secure of thunder's craic, or lightning flaſh; 

| Advanc'd above pale envy's threat'ning reach. 
As when the golden ſun ſalutes the morn, 
And, having gilt the ocean with his beams, 
Gallops the zodiack in his gliſtering coach, 
And overlooks the higheſt-peering | hills; 5 
S0 Tamora.— 
V pon her wit doth earthly honour wait, 
And virtue ſtoops and trembles at her frown. 
Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts, 
To mount aloft with thy imperial miſtreſs, _ 
And mount her pitch; whom thou in triumph long 
Haſt priſoner held, fetter d in amorous chains; 
And faſter bound to Aaron's charming eyes, 
Than is Prometheus tied to Caucaſus. 
Away with {laviſh weeds, and idle thoughts! 

I will be bright, and ſhine in pearl and gold, 

To wait upon this new-made empereſs, 
To wait, faid I? to wanton with this queen, 

This goddeſs, this Semiramis z—this queen, 

This ſyren, that will charm Rome's Saturnine, 
And ſee his ſhipwreck, and his commonweal” 8. 
Rate ! what ſtorm 1 is this? 


8 2 „„ Enter 


. — —— — . — — 


3 


x 1 — —— — 
—— —— — —— — 2 — 
* 9 — * — - N - 


—̃ͤ —— — — — 


* 
o _ A - — 
3 —— 2 — — — — — 2 
3 —— D ——— —ͤ— £ 2 = lb 
hs i= £ — - — — . — 2 EA — — > — Sh 
a — — 8 - =. — = — F - — _ 5 —— — —_ = 
* PESTS =o — — — — 2 by * - - —_— 7 3s - — — - 
* == ina > — - : — — = _ Penn nz — = — 2 - 
=; - — — — — ATI — = — —ͤ—e— — 2 ——— * — — - — — — _ l ai _ — 2 
EE - _—_— ST — — 2 — — — — — — — — _ — > 2 — — a — 
2 — — - I T 2 — - — — — — — = _— _ - — 3 — = = 
— Re an — — 4 — — — — — - — —— Pee es — — 2 — —- c. 2 262 a ho \ 2 = l 
= — — — - — N 1 _— — ———_ . — * - — = = 222 — 2 m_ 
— = — — — — 5 8 l j 2 & — 4. K * - _ 2 
p * K £ - = 4 5 7 — - 
- — = — — — * — —— _—_ * — 
—— — 2 == 2 — 5 p — 
— : : 4 = _ _ 2 —— — — _ 3 — 
„ 


itt; * 
3 | 19198 
Inn 
r. * 
F R010 
155 h 
Ls n 1 
1 ns l if 
T8 
1 . I: 
4 1 

M's 

|! 


. 
— — AE" 
— 2 * 172 = 


> 3 * 
— — 


— — 
—— 6 85 dee 


— . —— hes Gs. VE 8 


20 rrrus Ax RON Cos. Ad 11. 


Enter CH1RON and DEMETRIUS, braving. 


Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge, 
And manners, to intrude where I am grac'd ; 


And may, for aught thou know'ſt, affected be. 


Chi. Demetrius, thou doſt over-ween in all; 
And fo in this to bear me down with braves. 


is not the difference of a year, or two, 


Makes me leſs gracious, thee more fortunate ; 

T am as able, and as fit, as thou, 1 5 

To ſerve, and to deſerve my miſtreſs? grace; 

And that my ſword upon thee ſhall approve, 

And plead my paſſions for Lavinia's love. | | 
Aar. Clubs, clubs! theſe lovers will not keep the peace. 
Dem. Why, boy, although our mother, unadvis' d, 

Dave you a dancing-rapier by your fide, 


Are you ſo deſperate grown, to threat your friends? 


Go to ; have your lath glued within your ſheath, 


Till you know better how to handle it. 


Chi. Mean while, fir, with the little ſkill I is. 
Full well ſhalt thou perceive how much I dare. 

Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye ſo brave? [T draau. 
Aar. | Why, how now, lords ? 
So near the emperor's palace dare you draw, 
And maintain ſuch a quarrel openly ? 

Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge 5 ; 

I would not for a million of gold, 1 
The cauſe were known to them it moſt concerns: 
Nor would your noble mother, for much more, 
Be ſo diſhonour'd in the court of Rome. 

For ſhame, put up. | 

Dem. Not I; till I have ſheath'd | 
My rapier in his boſom, nd. withal, 3 
Thruſt 
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Thruſt theſe reproachful ſpeeches down ki throat, 
That he hath breath'd in my diſhonour here. 

Chi. For that I am prepar'd and full reſolv'd,— 
Foul-ſpoken coward 1 that thunder'ſt with thy tongue, 
And with thy weapon nothing * N 
Aar. Away, I ſay.— 

Now by the gods, that warlike Goths adore, 
This petty brabble will undo us all.— | 
Why, lords, —and think you not how dangerous 
It 1s to jut upon a prince's right: ? 
What, is Lavinia then become ſo looſe, 
Or Baſſianus ſo degenerate, | 
That for her love ſuch quarrels may be broach'd, 
Without controlment, juſtice, or revenge ? | 
Young lords, beware!—an ſhould the empreſs know 
This diſcord's ground, the muſick would got pleaſe. 5 
Chi, I care not, I, knew ſhe and all the world ; 

1 love Lavinia more than all the world. 
Diem. Youngling, learn thou to make ſome meaner 

choice: 

Lavinia is thine elder brother 8 hone, 

Aar. Why, are ye mad? or know ye not, in Rome 
Hou furious and impatient they be, | 
And cannot brook competitors in love ? 

I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths . 
By this device. | 

—_ 1 a Sat deaths | 
Would I propoſe, to achieve her whom I ove: | 

Aar. To achieve her! How? | 
By Why mak ſt thou it ſo frange 5 
She is a woman, therefore may be wood; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won; 
She is Lavinia, therefore muſt be loy'd. 
What, man ! more water glideth by the __ | 

N * DL Than 
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Than wots the miller of; and eaſy it is 

Of a cut loaf to ſteal a ſhive, we know: 
Though Baſſianus be the emperor's brother, 
Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge. 


Aar. Ay, and as good as Saturninus may,  F[Afide, 
Dem. 1 why ſhould he Geſpatrs that n to N 


With words, fair looks, and liberality? 

What, haſt thou not full often ſtruck a doe, 

And borne her cleanly by the keeper's noſe? | 
Aar. Why then, it ſeems, ſome certain x ſnatch or fo. 
Would ſerve your turns. 


= obs „ © the turn were e ſerv'd, 
Dem. Aaron, thou haſt hit it. | 
Aar, i Would you had hit it too; . 


Then ſhould not we be tir'd with this ado. 

Why, hark ye, hark ye, — And are you ſuch fools, 

Jo ſquare for this? Would it offend you then | 
That both ſhould ſpeed? 

Chi. | I faith, not me. 

Dem. 1 „„ me, 

so I were one, 

Aar. For ſhame, be friends; z FEY join | for that you. Jar, | 
*Tis policy and ſtratagem muſt do 
That you affect; and ſo muſt you reſolve ; 
That what you cannot, as you would, achieve, | 
You maſt perforce accompliſh as you may. 
Take this of me. Lucrece was not more chaſte 
Than this Lavinia, Baſſianus' love. 

A ſpeedier courſe than lingering languiſhment 
Muſt we purſue, and I have found the path. 
My lords, a ſolemn hunting is in hand; 
There will the lovely Roman ladies troop : 
The foreſt walks are wide and ſpacious ; 


And 
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And many unfrequented plots there are, 
Fitted by kind for rape and villainy : 

Single you thither then this dainty doe, 

And ſtrike her home by force, if not by words: 
This way, or not at all, ſtand you in hope. 
Come, come, our empreſs, with her ſacred wit, 
To villainy and vengeance conſecrate, 
Will we acquaint with all that we intend; 
And ſhe ſhall file our engines with advice, 
That will not ſuffer you to ſquare yourſelves, 
But to your wiſhes? height advance you both, 
The emperor's court is like the houſe of fame, 
The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears: 
The woods are ruthleſs, dreadful, deaf, and dull 


There ſpeak, and ftrike, brave boys, and take your turns: 


There ſerve your luſt, ſhadow'd from heaven's eye, 
And revel in Lavinia's treaſury, 
Chi. Thy counſel, lad, ſmells of no cowardice, 
Dem. Sit fas aut nefas, till I find the ſtream 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm theſe fits, 
Per Styga, per manes vehor, ' R eEreunt. 


SCENE It, 


4 Foreſt near Rome. 4 Lodge ſeem: ; at a diſtance, Horns, 
and cry of hounds, heard, | 


Enter Tirus ANnDRONICUS, with Hunters, c. MaR- 
cus, Lucivs, QuiNTUus, and MaRTIUs, 


Tit. The hunt is up, the morn is bright and grey, 
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green : 
Uncouple here, and let us make a bay, 
| And wake the emperor and his lovely bride, 


C 4 And 
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And rouſe the prince; and ring a hunter's peal, 
That all the court may echo with the noiſe. 
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours, 

To tend the emperor's perſon carefully: 


I have been troubled in my ſleep this night, 
But RY day new comfort hath inſpir' d. 


Horns wind a peal. Enter SATURNINUS, TaMORA, 
BassIaNus, LAVINIA, CHIRON, anne, and 
Attendants, | 


Ti, Many good morrows to your majeſty ;—= 


Madam, to you as many and as good 
_ I promiſed your grace a hunters peal. 


Suat. And you have rung it luſtily, my lords, | 
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies. 
_ Baſe. Lavinia, how fay you? 
Lav. I T fay, no; 
T have been broad awake two hours and more, 
Sat. Come on then, horſe and chariots let us have, 
And to our ſport :=Madam, now ſhall ye ſee 
Our Roman hunting. (To TamoRa, 
Mar. I have dogs, my lord, 


Will rouſe the proudeft. panther in the chaſe, 


And climb the higheſt promontory top. | 
Tit. And I have horſe will follow where the game 
Sn run like ſwallows o'er the plain, 
Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horſe nor hound, 


But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. =[Excunt, 
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SCENE II.. 
A deſert part if the Tore. 


Enter AARON, with a a bag 0 hs 


Aar. He, that had wit, would think that I had none, | 
To bury ſo much gold under a tree, 
And never after to inherit it. 
Let him, that thinks of me ſo abjectly, | 
Know, that this gold mult coin a ftratagem;z 


Which, cunningly effected, will beget 


A very excellent piece of villainy : | 

And ſo repos ſweet ous: * their unreſt, 
<4 ah [ Hides the guld. 

That have their alms out t of the empreſs cheſt. 


Enter TAamoRA. 


7, am. My lovely A wherefory look ft thou fad, 
When every thing doth make a gleeful boaſt ? 
The birds chaunt melody on every buſh ; 
The ſnake lies rolled in the cheerful ſun; | 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 
And make a checquer'd ſhadow on the ground: 
Under their ſweet ſhade, Aaron, let us ſit, 
And —whilſt the babbling echo mocks the Bands, 
Replying ſhrilly to the well-tun'd horns, 
As if a double hunt were heard at once. 
Let us fit down, and mark their yelling noiſe ; 
_ And—after conflict, ſuch as was ſuppos'd 
The wandering prince and Dido once enjoy'd, 
When with a happy ſtorm they were ſurpriz'd, 
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And curtain'd with a counſel-keeping cave. — 

We may, each wreathed in the other's arms, 

Our paſtimes done, poſſeſs a golden ſlumber ; 

Whiles hounds, and horns, and ſweet melodious birds, 

he unto us, as is a nurſe's ſong 
Of lullaby, to bring her babe aſleep, 

Aar. Madam, though Venus govern ye deſires, 

Saturn is dominator over mine; 

What ſignifies my deadly-ſtanding eye, 

My ſilence, and my cloudy melancholy ? 

My fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls, 

Even as an adder, when ſhe doth unroll 

To do ſome fatal execution? | 

No, madam, theſe are no venereal Ggns; 

Vengeanee is in my heart, death in my hand, 

Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 

Hark, Tamora,—the empreſs of my ſoul, 

Which never hopes more heaven than reſts in 8 

This is the day of doom for Baſſianus; 

His Philomel muſt loſe her tongue to-day: | 

Thy ſons make pillage of her chaſtity, 

And waſh their hands in Baſſianus* blood. 

Seeſt thou this letter? take it up, I pray thee, 
And give the king this fatal-plotted ſcroll ;— 
Now queſtion me no more, we are eſpied; 

Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty, 

Which dreads not yet their lives' deſtruction. 
Tam. Ah, my ſweet Moor, ſweeter to me than life! 
Aar. No more, great empreſs, Baſſianus comes: 

Be croſs with him; and I'll go fetch thy ſons „„ 

To back thy quarrels, whatſoe'er they be. [Txit. 


: Enter 
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Enter BASSIANUS and LAVINIA. 


Baſ. Who have we have? Rome's royal empereſs, 
- Unfurniſh'd of her well-beſeeming troop ? 

Or is it Dian, habited like her; 
Who hath abandoned her holy groves, 

Jo ſee the general hunting in this foreſt ? 

Tam. Saucy controller of our private ſteps! 

Had I the power, that ſome ſay, Dian had, 

Thy temples ſhould he planted preſently 
With horns, as was Actæon's; and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new- transformed limbs, 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art! 

Law. Under your patience, gentle empereſs, | 

*Tis thought you have a goodly gift in horning; 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are ſingled forth to try experiments: 

| Jove ſhield your huſband from his hounds to-day! 
is pity, they ſhould take him for a ſtag. _ 
Baſ. Believe me, queen, your {warth Cimmerian 
Doth make your honour of his body's hue, | 
Spotted, deteſted, and abominable. 
Why are you ſequeſter*'d from all your train? 
Diſmounted from your ſnow-white goodly ſteed, 
And wander'd hither to an obſcure plot, 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 
If foul defire had not conducted you ? 
Lav, And, being intercepted in your ſport, 
Great reaſon that my noble lord be rated 
For ſaucineſs.— I pray you, let us hence, 

And let her joy her raven- colour'd love; 

This valley fits the purpoſe paſſing well. 

wo The king, my brother, ial have note of this. 
$7? Lav, 
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Law. Ay, for theſe flips have made him noted long: : 
Good king! to be ſo mightily abus'd ! 
Tam, Why have I patience to endure all this ? 


Enter Eigen and DEMETRIUS. 


"Dis: How now; dear ſovereign, and 0 our gracious n mo- 
ther, 


Why doth your highheſs look ſo pale and wan? 


Jam. Have I not reaſon, think you, to look pale? 


Theſe two have tic'd me hither to this place, 
A barren deteſted vale, you ſee, it is: 
| The trees, though ſummer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O' ercome with moſs, and baleful miſletoe. 
Here never ſhines the ſun; here nothing Is 
Unleſs the niglitly owl, or fatal raven. 
And, when they ſhow'd me this abhorred pit, 


They told me, here, at dead time of the night, 


A thouſand fiends, a thouſand hiſſing ſnakes, 


Ten thouſand ſwelling toads, as many urchias, 


Would make ſuch fearful and confuſed cries, 


As any mortal body, hearing it, 
Should ftraight fall mad, or elſe die ſuddenly. 


No ſooner had they told this helliſh tale, 
But ſtraight they told me, they would bind me here 
Vato the body of a diſmal yew; 


And leave me to this miſerable death. 


And then they call'd me, foul adultereſs, 
Laſcivious Goth, and all the bittereſt terms 
That ever ear did hear to ſuch effect. 


And, had you not by wondrous fortune come, 


This vengeance on me had they executed : 
Revenge it, as you love your mother's life, 
Or be ye not henceforth call'd my children. 


Dem, 
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Dem. This i is a witneſs that I am thy ſon. 


[ Stabs BASSIANUS. 


Che, And this for me, ſtruck home to ſhow my ſtrength. 


[ Stabbing him likewiſe, 
Lav. Ay come, Sergirands,—ay; barbarous Tamora ! ! 
For no name fits thy nature but thy own ! 
Tam. Give me thy poniard; you ſhall know, my boys. 
Your mother's hand ſhall right your mother's wrong. 
Dem. Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her; 
Firſt, thraſh the corn, then after burn the ftraw : 
This minion ſtood: upon her chaſtity, 
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, 
And with that painted hope braves your mightineſs ; 
And ſhall ſhe carry this unto her grave? 
Chi. An if ſhe do, I would I were an eunuch, 
Drag hence her huſband to ſome ſecret hole, 
And make his dead trunk pillow to our luſt. 
Tam. But when you have the honey you deſire, 
Let not this waſp outlive, us both to ſting. 
Chi. I warrant you, madam ; we will make that 8 
Come, miſtreſs, now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice-preſerved honeſty of yours. 
Lav. O Tamora! thou bear'ſt a woman's. face, — 
Tam. I will not hear her ſpeak; away with her. 
Law. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a word, 
Diem. Liſten, fair madam : Let it be your glory, 
To ſee her tears; but be your heart to them, 
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. | 
La. When did the tiger's young ones teach the dam ? 
O, do not learn her wrath ; ſhe taught it thee: 
© The milk, thou ſuck ' dſt from her, did turn to marble ; 
Even at thy teat thou hadſt thy tyranny,— | 
Yet every mother breeds not ſons alike 
Do thou entreat her ſhow a woman pity. [70 CHIRON. 
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Chi, What! would'ſt thou have me you myſelf a baſ- 
tard? 


Lav. Tis true ; the raven doth not hatch a lark : 5 


Yet I have heard, (O could I find it now I) 
The lion, mov'd with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par'd all away. 


Some ſay, that ravens foſter forlorn children, 
The whilſt their own birds famiſh in their neſts ; 
O, be to me, though thy hard heart ſay no, =» 
Nothing ſo kind, but ſomething pitiful! 
Tam. I know not what it means; away with her. 
Lab. O, let me teach thee: for my father's ſake, 
That gave thee life, when well he might have flain wes, 
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. 
Tam. Hadſt thou in perſon ne'er offended me, 


Even for his ſake am I pitileſs - 


Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears i in vain, 


To fave your brother from the ſacrifice ; 


But fierce Andronicus would not relent ; 
Therefore away with her, and uſe her as you will; 


The worſe to her, the better lov'd of me. 


Law, O Tamora, be call'd a gentle queen, 
And with thine own hands kill me in this place: 
For *tis not life, that I have begg'd ſo long; 
Poor I was ſlain, when Baſſianus died. 
Tam. What begg'ſt thou then ? four woman, "bet me 
80. 
Lav. Tis preſent death I beg ; - and one weblog more, 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell : 
O, keep me from their worſe than killing luſt, 
And tumble me into ſome loathſome pit; 


Where never man's eye may behold my body: 
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. _ 


Tam. 
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Tam, So ſhould I rob my ſweet ſons of their kee; : 
No, let them ſatisfy their luſt on thee. 
Dem. Amway ; for thou haſt ſtaid us here too long. 
Law. No grace? no womanhood? Ah beaſtly creature! 
The blot and enemy to our general name ! 


Confuſion fall 
Ci. Nay, then I'll ſtop your mouth : Bring chou her 
huſband ; [Dragging off LAVINIA. 


This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. [ Exeunt. 
Tam. Farewell, my ſons : ſee, that you mæke her ſure : 
Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed, 
Till all the Andronici be made away. 
Now wall I hence to ſeek my lovely Moor, 
And let my ſpleenful ſons this trull deflour, Exit. 


SCENE Iv. 
The ſame. 
Ener AaRon, with QuinTvs and Manrius. 


Aar. come on, my lords; the better foot before : 1 

Straight will T bring you to the loathſome pit, 

Where I eſpy'd the panther faſt aſleep. 

Quin, My fight 1 is very dull, whate'er it bodes. 

Mart. And mine, I promiſe you ; wer't not for ſhame, | 

Well could T leave our ſport to ſleep awhile. 
| | [MaRT1vus falls into the pit. 

aus What, art thou fallen ? What ſubtle hole is this, 

_ Whoſe mouth is cover'd with rude-growing briars; 

Upon whole leaves are drops of new-ſhed blood, 

As freſh as morning's dew diſtill'd on flowers? 

A very fatal place it ſeems to me :— | 

| a brother, 1 haſt thou hurt thee with the fall? 


5 Mart. 
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Mart. O, brother, with the diſmalleſt object 
That ever eye, with fight, made heart lament. 
Aar. [Afide.] Now will I fetch the king to find them 
| here; 
ff | That he thereby may give a likely gueſs, 
| How (TT. were they, that made away his brother. 
| [Exit AARON. 
Mart. why doſt not comfort me, and help me out 
From this unhallow'd and blood-ſtained hole? 
Quin. JI am ſurprized with an uncouth fear: 
A chilling ſweat o' er- runs my trembling joints; 
ly heart ſuſpects more than mine eye can ſee. 
Mart. To prove thou haſt a true-divining heart, 
Aaron and thou look down into this den, 
Aud ſee a fearful ſight of blood and death. 
Quin, Aaron is gone; and my compaſſionate heart 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing, whereat it trembles by ſurmiſe: 
O, tell me how it is; for ne'er till now 
Was I a child, to fear I know not what. 
Mart. Lord Baſſianus lies embrewed here, 
All on a heap, like to a ſlaughter'd lamb, 
In this deteſted, dark, blood-drinking pit. 
Quin. If it be dark, how doſt thou know 'tis he? 
Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole, 
Which, like a taper in ſome monument, 
Doth ſhine upon the dead man's earthy cheeks, 
And ſhows the ragged entrails of this pit: 
So pale did ſhine the moon on Pyramus, 
When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood. 
O brother, help me with thy fainting hand, — 
If fear bath made thee faint, as me it hath, — 


2 ya, — 4 > ano 
— = hy 


4 — A I AS ASP 6 


Out 


Afi TITUS ANDRONICUS. 33 


Out of this fell devouring receptacle, 
As hateful as Cocytus' miſty mouth. 
uin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out; 

Or, wanting ſtrength to do thee ſo much good, 
I may be pluck'd into the ſwallowing womb 
Of this deep pit, poor Baſſtianus* grave. 

| 1 have no ſtrength to pluck thee to the brink. 
Mart. Nor 'F no ſtrength to climb without thy help. 
Luin. Thy hand once more; I will not looſe again, 
Pill thou art here aloft, or I below: 


Thou canſt not come to me, I come to thee, [Falls in. 


: Enter SATURNINUS and AARON. 


Sat. Along with me :—T'll ſee what hole is here, 
And what he is, that now is leap'd into it.— | 
Say, who art thou, that lately didſt deſcend | 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth? 
Mart. The unbappy ſon of 014 Andronicus 
Brought hither in a moſt unlucky hour, 
To find thy brother Baſſianus dead. 
Sat. My brother dead? I know, thou doſt but jeſt : 
| He and his lady both are at the lodge, 
Upon the north ſide of this pleaſant chaſe; 
*Tis not an hour ſince I left him there. | 
Mart. We know not where you left him all alive, 
But, out alas! here have we found him dead. 


Enter Tauoka, b ee Tirus ANDRONICUS, | 


and LUCIUS, 


| 7 Tam. Where i is my won, the king? 
Sat. Here, Tamora ; though griev'd with killing grief, 
| Tam, Where 1s * brother Baſſianus 3 
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| Sat. Now to the bottom doſt thou ſearch my wound 
Poor Baſſianus here lies murdered. 
7. am. T ben all too late [ bring this fatal writ, | 
: | [Giving a letter, 
| The complot of this timeleſs tragedy 3 | 
And wonder greatly, that man's face can fold 
In pleaſing ſmiles ſuch murderous tyranny. _ 
Sat, [Reads.] An if we miſs to meet him Pr 
Sqaweet huntſman, Baſſianus tis, abe mean, 
Do thou ſo much as dig the grave for him; 
Thou know'ſt our meaning: Loot for thy reward 
Among the nettles at the elder tree, 
Which over /hades the mouth of that ſame pit, 
Where ave decreed to bury Baſſianus. 
Do this, and purchaſe us thy laſting friends, 
O, Tamora! was ever heard the like? 
This is the pit, and this the elder-tree : 
Look, firs, if you can find the huntſman out, 
That ſhould have murder'd Baſſianus here. 
Aar, My gracious lord, here i is the bag of gold. : 
_ [Showving it. 
Sat. Two of thy whelps, L761 Tir. ] fell curs of bloody 
| kind, | 
Have here bereft my brother of his s life — 
Sirs, drag them from the pit unto the priſon; 
There let them bide, until we have devis'd | 
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 
Jam. What, are they in this pit? O wondrous thing! 
Hou eaſily murder is diſcovered ! 
Tit. High emperor, upon my feeble knee 
I beg this boon, with tears nor lightly ſhed, 
That this fell fault of my accurſed ſons, 
Accurſed, if the fault be prov'd in them. 
8 | | 5 . 1 Sat. 
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Sat. If it de prov'd! you ſee, it is apparent.— 
Who found this letter? Tamora, was it you? 
Tam. Andronicus himſelf did take it up. 
Tit, I did, my lord: yet let me be their bail: 
For by my father's reverend tomb, I vow, 
They ſhall be ready at your highneſs' will, 
To anſwer their ſuſpicion with their lives. | 
Sat. Thou ſhalt not bail them; ſee, thou follow me. 
Some bring the murder'd body, ſome the murderers : 
Let them not ſpeak a word, the guilt is plain; 
For, by my ſoul, were there worſe end than death, 
That end upon them ſhould be executed. 
Jam. Andronicus, I will entreat the king; 
Fear not thy ſons, they ſhall do well enough. 
| Tre. Come, Lucius, come; ſtay not to talk with them. 
| | | [ Exeunt ſeverally, 


SCENE v. 
The Jane. 


Brier Dimerkivs and CHIRON, with LEG raviſ®d; 
her hands cut off, and her tongue cut out. 


Dem. So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can ſpeak, 
Who *twas that cut thy tongue, and raviſh'd thee. 
Chi, Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning ſo z 
And, if thy ſtumps will let thee, play the ſcribe. 
Dem. See, how with ſigns and tokens ſhe can ſcowl. 
Chi. Go home, call for ſweet water, waſh thy hands. 
Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to — 
And ſo let's leave her to her ſilent walks. 
Chi. An 'twere my caſe, I ſhould go hang myſelf, 


D 4 Dem. 
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Den. If thou hadſt hands to help thee knit the cord. 
LE DEMETRIUS and CHIRON, 


Enter IN 


_ Mar: Who's this,—my niece, that flies away ſo faſt * 
Couſin, a word; Where is your huſband ?— 
If I do dream, would all my wealth would wake me! 
If I do wake, ſome planet ſtrike me down, 
That 1 may ſlumber in eternal ſleep!— 
Speak, gentle niece, what ſtern ungentle hands 
Have lopp'd, and hew'd, and made thy body bare 
Of her two branches? thoſe ſweet ornaments, _ 
Whoſe circling ſhadows kings have ſought to ſleep 1 in „ 
And might not gain ſo great a happineſs, . 
As half thy love ? Why doſt not ſpeak to me — 
Alas, a crimſon river of warm blood, 
Like to a bubbling fountain ſtirr'd with wind, 
Doth riſe and fall between thy roſed lips, 
Coming and going with thy honey breath. 
But, ſure, ſome Tereus hath defloured thee; | 
And, left thou ſhould'ſt detect him, cut thy tongue. 
Ah, now thou turn'ſt away thy face for ſhame ! 
And, notwithſtanding all this loſs of blood, — 
As from a conduit with three iſſuing ſpouts,.— 
Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's face, 
Bluſhing to be encounter'd with a cloud. 
Shall I ſpeak for thee ? ſhall I ſay, tis ſo? 
O, that I knew thy heart; and knew the beaſt, 
That I might rail at him to eaſe my mind 
Sorrow concealed, like an oven ſtopp'd, | 
Doth burn the heart to cinders where it ; | 
Fair Philomela, ſhe but loſt her tongue, 
And in a tedious ſampler ſew'd her mind: 5 

: „„ But, 
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But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee z 

A craftier Tereus haſt thou met withal, | 
And he hath cut thoſe pretty fingers off, 

That could have better ſew'd than Philomel. 

O, had the monſter ſeen thoſe lily hands 

Þ þ remble, like aſpen leaves, upon a lute, p 
And make the ſilken ſtrings delight to kiſs them ; 
He would not then have touch'd them for his life ; 
Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony, t 
Which that ſweet tongue hath made, 

He would have dropp'd his knife, and fell aſleep, 
As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet. | 
Come, let us go, and make thy father blind; 

For ſuch a ſight will blind a father's eye: 

One hour's ſtorm will drown the fragrant meads ; 
What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes > 
Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee 
O, could our mourning eaſe thy miſery!  [Extunhs 


Ds ACT 
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ACT m. SCENE I. 


Rome. A Sireet, 


Enter Senators, Tribunes, aud Officers of Juſtice, with M AR 
 Tivs and Quixrus, bound, paſſing on to the place of 
_ execution; Titus 08 before, pleading. 


Tit. Hear me, grave fathers! noble tribunes, ſtay ! 
For pity of mine age, whoſe youth was ſpent : 
In dangerous wars, whilſt you ſecurely ſlept ; 
For all my blood in Rome's great quarrel ſhed; 
For all the froſty nights that I have watch'd 
And for theſe bitter tears, which now you le 


Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks; ; 


Be pitiful to my condemned ſons, 

Whoſe ſouls are not corrupted as tis thought ! 

For two and twenty ſons I never wept, 

| Becauſe they died in honour's lofty bed. 

For theſe, theſe, tribunes, in the duſt I write 

| | _ [Throwing himſelf on the ground, | 

| My heart's deep languor, and my ſoul's fad tears. 

Let my tears ſtanch the earth's dry appetite; 

5 My ſons* ſweet blood will make it ſhame and bluſh. 
[ [ Exepnt Senators, Tribunes, &c. wth the priſoners, | 

O earth | I will befriend thee more with rain, 

That ſhall diſtil from theſe two ancient urns, 

Than youthful April ſhall with all his ſhowers « 

In ſummer's drought, I'll drop upon thee ſtill; 

In winter, with warm tears I'll melt the ſnow, 
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And keep eternal ſpring-time on thy face, 
So thou refuſe to drink my dear ſons' blood. 


Enter Lucius, with his ſword drawn, 


| o, reverend tribunes ! gentle aged men! 
Unbind my ſons, reverſe the doom of death 
And let me ſay, that never wept before, 
My tears are now prevailing orators. 
Luc. O, noble father, you lament in vain; 
The tribunes hear you not, no man is by, 
And you recount your ſorrows to a ſtone, | 
Tit. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead ; E 
Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you. 
Luc. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you ſpeak. 
Tit. Why, 'tis no matter, man: if they did hear, 
They would not mark me; or, if they did mark, 
All bootleſs to them, they'd not pity me. 
Therefore I tell my ſorrows to the ſtones; _ 
Who, though they cannot anſwer my diſtreſs, 
Yet in ſome ſort they're better than the tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale: 
When I do weep, they humbly at my feet 
Receive my tears, and ſeem to weep with me; 
And, were they but attired in grave weeds, _ 
Rome could afford no tribune like to theſe, 
A ſtone is ſoft as wax, tribunes more hard than ſtones 2 
A ſtone is ſilent, and offendeth not; 
And tribunes with their tongues doom men to . 
But wherefore ſtand'ſt thou with thy weapon drawn? 
Luc. To reſcue my two brothers from their death: 
For which attempt, the judges have . 
My everlaſting doom of baniſhment. 
Tit. O happy man! they have befriended thee. 
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Why, fooliſh Lucius, doſt thou not perceive, 
That Rome is but a wilderneſs of tigers? 
Tigers muſt prey; and Rome affords no prey, 
But me and mine: How happy art thou then, 
From theſe devourers to be baniſned? 

But who comes with our brother Marcus here ? 


Enter Maxcvs and LAVINIA. 


Mar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep; ; 


Or, if not ſo, thy noble heart to break; 
I bring conſuming ſorrow to thine age. 


Tit. Will it conſume me? let me ſee it then, 
Mar. This was thy daughter. 1 5 
Tit. Why, Marcus, ſo ſhe is. 
Luc. Ah me! this object kills me! 
Tit. Faint-hearted boy, ariſe, and look upon her ;— 


Speak, my Lavinia, what accurſed hand 


Hath made thee handleſs in thy father's ſight ? ? : 


What fool hath added water to the ſea? 


Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy? 
My grief was at the height, before thou cam'ſt, 
And now, like Nilus, it diſdaineth bounds.— 
Give me a ſword, I'll chop off my hands too; 
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain ; 
And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding life ; 
In bootleſs prayer have they been held up, 
And they have ſerv'd me to effectleſs uſe: 
Now, all the ſervice I require of them 


Is, that the one will help to cut the other.— — 


»Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haſt no hands; 


For hands, to do Rome ſervice, are but vain. _ 


Luc. Speak, gentle ſiſter, who hath martyr'd thee ? 
| Mar. O, that delightful engine of her thoughts, 
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That blab'd them with ſuch pleaſing eloquence, 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage; 
Where, like a ſweet melodious bird, it ſung 
| Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear! 

Luc. O, ſay thou for her, who hath done this deed? _ 

Mar. O, thus I found her, ſtraying in the park, : 
Seeking to hide herſelf; as doth the deer, i 
That hath receiv'd ſome unrecuring wound. 

Tit. It was my deer; and he, that wounded her, 
Hath hurt me more, than had he kill'd me dead ; 

For now I ſtand as one upon a rock, 
Environ'd with a wilderneſs of fea ; 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave, 
ExpeCting ever when ſome envious ſurge 
Will in his briniſh bowels ſwallow him. 
This way to death my wretched ſons are gone; 5 
Here ſtands my other ſon, a baniſh'd man; 
And here my brother, weeping at my woes; | 
But that, which gives my ſoul the greateſt ſpurn, 
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my ſoul.— N 
Had I but ſeen thy picture in this plight, 
It would have madded me; What ſhall I do | 
Now I behold thy lively body * 
Thou haſt no hands, to wipe away thy tears J | 
Nor tongue, to tell me who hath martyr'd thee : 
Thy huſband he is dead; and, for his death, ; 
Thy brothers are ee d, and dead by this:— 
Look, Marcus! ah, ſon Lucius, look on her! 
When I did name her brothers, then freſh tears 
Stood on her cheeks; as doth the honey dew 
Upon a gather*d lily almoſt wither'd. 

Mar. Perchance, ſhe moe becauſe 1255 0 ber hut. 

| band: | 
Perchance, becauſe ſhe knows chews | innocent. 

it. 
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Tit. If they did kill thy huſband, then be joy ful, 
Becauſe the law hath ta'en revenge on them. 
No, no, they would not do ſo foul a deed ; 
Witneſs the ſorrow that their ſiſter makes. 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kiſs thy lips; 

Or make ſome ſign how I may do thee eaſe : 

Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 
And thou, and I, fit round about ſome fountain; 
Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks 
How they are ſtain'd ; hke meadows, yet not dry 
With miry ſlime left on them by a flood? 

And in the fountain ſhall we gaze ſo long, 

Till the freſh taſte be taken from that clearneſs, 
And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears? 

Or ſhall we cut away our hands, like thine ? 

Or ſhall we bite our tongues, and in dumb ſhows 


Pas the remainder of our hateful days . 


What ſhall we do? let us, that have our tongues, 


Plot fome device of further miſery, 


To make us wonder'd at in time to come. 
Luc. Sweet father, ceaſe your tears ; for, at your grief, . 
See, how my wretched ſiſter ſobs and weeps. 
Mar. Patience, dear niece: — good Titus, dry thine eyes. 
Tit. Ah, Marcus, Marcus! brother, well I wot, 


Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine, 
For thou, poor man, haſt drown'd it with thine own. 


Lac. Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks, 
Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark! I underſtand her ſigns ; 
Had fhe a tongue to ſpeak, now would ſhe ſay 
That to her brother which I ſaid to thee ; 
His napkin, with his true tears all bewet, 
Can do no ſervice on her ſorrowful cheeks. 
O, what a ſympathy of woe is this 
As far from help as limbo is from bliſs, = 
Ky Later 
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Enter AARON. 


Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor 
Sends thee this word, — That, if thou love thy ſons, 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyſelf, old Titus, 

Or any one of you, chop off your hand, 
And ſend it to the king: he for the ſame, 
Will ſend thee hither both thy ſens alive; 
And that ſhall be the ranſom for their fault. 

Tit. O, gracious emperor! O, gentle Aaron! 
Did ever raven ſing ſo like a lark, 

That gives ſweet tidings of the ſun's upriſe? 
With all my heart, I'll end the . 
My hand; 

Good Auen wilt thou help to chop it off " 

Luc, Stay, father ; for that noble hand of thine, 

That hath thrown down ſo many enemies, 
Shall not be ſent ; my hand will ſerve the turn : 
My youth can better ſpare my blood than you; 

And therefore mine ſhall ſave my brothers? lives. 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not e Rome, 

And rear'd aloft the bloody battle-ax, 
Writing deſtruction on the enemy's caſtle ? 
O, none of both but are of high deſert; 
My hand hath been but idle ; let it ſerve 

To ranſom my two nephews from their death ; 
Then haye I kept it to a worthy end. 

Aar. Nay, come agree, whoſe hand ſhall go along, 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 

Mar. My hand ſhall go. 1 

Luc. 9 3 By heaven, it ſhall not go. 

Tit. Sirs, ſtrive no more; ſuch wither'd herbs as theſe 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine, 
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Luc, Sweet father, if I ſhall be thought thy ſon, 
Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 

Mar. And, for our father's ſake, and mother's care, 
Now let me ſhow a brother's love to thee. 

Tit. Agree between you; I will ſpare my hand. 

Luc. Then I'll go fetch an axe. 
Aar. Ts But I will uſe the axe. 
5 [Exenunt Lucius and MARCUS, 

Tit. Come hither, Aaron; I'll deceive them both ; 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine. 

Aar. If that be call'd deceit, I will be honeſt, 
And never, whilſt I live, deceive men ſo:;— 
But I'll deceive you in another ſort, | 
| And that you Il lay, ere half an hour can paſs. [Afide. 
| He cuts of Titus's hand. 


Enter Lucius aud Marcus. 


Tit. tow; ſtay your ſtrife; what ſhall be, is deſpatch d.— 
Good Aaron, give his majeſty my hand : 
Iell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thouſand dangers ; bid him bury it; 
More hath it merited, that let it have. 
As for my ſons, ſay, I account of them 
As jewels purchas'd at an eaſy price 
And yet dear too, becauſe I bought mine own, 
Aar. I go, Andronicus : and for thy hand, 
Look by and by to have thy ſons with thee :—. 
Their heads, I mean.—O, how this villain  [A4jides 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it! | 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace, | 
Aaron will have his ſoul black like his face. [WExit. 
Tit. O, here I lift this one hand up to heaven, 


And bow this feeble ruin to the earth ; 
If 
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If any power pities wretched tears, | 
To that I call What, wilt thou kneel with me? 
| Io LAVINIA. 

Do then, a heart; for kava ſhall hear our prayers ; 
Or with our ſighs we'll breathe the welkin dim, 
And ſtain the ſun with fog, as ſometime clouds, 
When they do hug him in their melting boſoms. 

Mar. O! brother ſpeak with poſſibilities, 
And do not break into theſe deep extremes. 

Tit. Is not my ſorrow deep, having no bottom ? 
Then be my paſſions bottomleſs with them. | 
Mar. But yet let reaſon govern thy lament, 

Tit. If there were reaſon for theſe miſeries, 
Then into limits could I bind my woes: | 
When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth o*erflow ? 
If the winds rage, doth not the ſea wax mad, 
Threat'ning the welkin with his big-ſwoln face ? 
And wilt thou have a reaſon for this coil? 

I am the ſea; hark, how her ſighs do blow! 
Sbe is the weeping welkin, TI the earth: 

Then muſt my ſea be moved with her fighs ; 
Then muſt my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflow'd and drown'd : 
For why? my bowels cannot hide her woes, 
But like a drunkard muſt I vomit them. 

Then give me leave; for loſers will have leave 
To eaſe their ſtomachs with their bitter tongues, 


Enter a Meſſen ger, with two bead; and a hand. 


Mell. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repay'd 
For that good hand thou ſent'ſt the emperor. 
Here are the heads of thy two noble ſons ; 
And here's thy hand, in ſcorn to thee ſent back; 

| | Thy 


Then which way ſhall I find revenge's cave? 
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Thy griefs their ſports, thy reſolution mock'd : 


That woe is me to think upon thy woes, 
More than remembrance of my father's death. [Exit, 


Mar. Now let hot Ætna cool in Sicily, 
And be my heart an ever-burning hell! 
Theſe miſeries are more than may be borne ! 
To weep with them that weep doth eaſe ſome n 
But ſorrow flouted at is double death. 
Luc. Ah, that this ſight ſhould make ſo deep a wound 3 


And yet deteſted life not ſhrink threreat ! 


"That ever death ſhould let life bear his name, 


5 Where life hath no more intereſt but to breathe ! 


[Lavinia kifes him. 
Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kiſs is comfortleſs, 
As frozen water to a ſtarved ſnake. | 
Tit. When will this fearful lumber have an end? 
Mar. Now, farewell, flattery: Die, Andronicus ; 


Thou doſt not flumber : ſee, thy two ſons? heads; 


Thy warlike hand ; thy mangled daughter here 


Thy other baniſh'd ſon, with this dear ſight 


Struck pale and bloodleſs ; and thy brother, I, 
Even like a ſtony image, cold and numb. 


Ah! now no more will I control thy griefs : 
Rent off thy ſilver hair, thy other hand 


Gnawing with thy teeth; and be this diſmal ſight _ 

The cloſing up of our moſt wretched eyes ! 

Now is a time to ſtorm ; why art thou till ? 
Tit. Ha, ha, ha! 
Mar. Why doſt thou laugh! f it fits not with this hour. 
Tit, Why, I have not another tear to ſhed ; 


| Beſides, this ſorrow is an enemy, 


And would uſurp upon my watry eyes, 
And make them blind with tributary tears; 


For 
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For theſe two heads do ſeem to ſpeak to me; 

And threat me, I ſhall never come to bliſs, 

Till all theſe miſchiefs be return'd again, 

Even in their throats that have committed them. 

Come, let me ſee what taſk I have to do.— 

You heavy people, circle me about ; 

That I may turn me to each one of you, 

And ſwear unto my ſoul to right your wrongs, 

The vow is made.—Come, brother, take a head ; 

And in this hand the other will I bear : 

Lavinia, thou ſhalt be employed in theſe things; 

Bear thou my hand, ſweet wench, between thy tecth. 

As for thee, boy, go, get thee from my ſight ; 

Thou art an exile, and thou muſt not ſtay : 

Hie to the Goths, and raiſe an army there : 

And, if you love me, as I think you do, 

Let's kiſs and part, for we have much to do. 

” [Exeum Tir us, Makcus, and LAVINTA. 

Lac. Farewell, Andronicus, my noble father 

The woeful'{t man that ever liv'd in Rome! 

Farewell, proud Rome! till Lucius come again, 

He leaves his pledges dearer than his life. 

Farewell, Lavinia, my noble ſiſter ; 

O, *would thou wert as thou *tofore haſt been 

But now nor Lucius, nor Lavinia lives, 

But in oblivion, and hateful griefs. 

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs ; 

And make proud Saturninus and his empreſs 

Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen, 

No will I to the Goths, and raiſe a power, 

Te be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. a (Exit. 
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A Room in Titus's Houſe. A banquet ſet out, 


_ Enter Tirus, Maxevs, Lavinia, and young Wente 


a boy. 


77t. So, ſo; now ſit: and look, you eat no more 
Than will preſerve juft ſo much ſtrength in us 
As will revenge theſe bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus, unknit that ſorrow-wreathen knot ;: 


Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our bande 


And cannot paſſionate our tenfold grief 7 
With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 
Is left to tyrannize upon my breaſt ; 

And when my heart, all mad with miſery, 


Beats in this hollow priſon of my fleſh, 
Then thus I thump it down.— 


Thou map of woe, that thus doſt talk in PE 


[To Lav I NI A. 
When thy poor heart beats with outrageous beating, 


Thou canſt not ſtrike it thus to make it ſtill. 


Wound it with ſighing, girl, kill it with groans; 


Or get ſome little knife between thy teeth, 


And juſt againſt thy heart make thou a hole; 


That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fall, 


May run into that ſink, and ſoaking in, 
Drown the lamenting fool in ſea- ſalt tears. 
Mar. Fye, brother. fye ! teach her not thus to lay 


Such violent hands upon her tender life. 


Tit. How now ! has forrow made thee dote already ? 
Why, Marcus, no man ſhould be mad but I, 
What violent hands can ſhe lay on her life? | 
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Ah), wherefore doſt thou urge the name of hands; — 

To bid ZEneas tell the tale twice o'er, 

How Troy was burnt, and he made miſerable? 

bp handle not the theme, to talk of hands; 

Leſt we remember ſtill, that we have none. 

 Fye, fye, how frantickly 1 ſquare my talk 

As if we ſhould forget we had no hands, 

If Marcus did not name the word of hands! 

Come, let's fall to; and, gentle girl, eat this: 

Here is no drink! Hark, Marcus, what ſhe ſays ;- j—_ 

I can interpret all her martyr'd ſigns ;— 

She ſays, ſhe drinks no other drink but tears, 

Brew'd with her ſorrows, meſh'd upon her cheeks :— 

Speechleſs complainer, I will learn thy thought; 

In thy dumb action will I be as perfect, 

As begging hermits in their holy prayers : | 

Thou ſhalt not ſigh, nor hold thy ſtumps to heaven, 

Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a fign, 

But I, of theſe, will wreſt an alphabet, | 

And, by ſtill practice, learn to know thy meaning. 

Boy. Good grandſire, leave theſe bitter deep laments : : 

Make my aunt merry with ſome pleaſing tale. 

Mar. Alas, the tender boy, in paſſion mov'd, 

Doth weep to ſee his grandſire's heavineſs. 

Tit. Peace, tender ſapling; thou art made of tears, 

And tears will quickly melt thy life away.— 

[Marcus ſtrikes the diſb with à knife. 

What doſt thou ſtrike at, Marcus, with thy knife? 
Mar. At that that I have kill'd, my lord; a fly. 
Tit. Out on thee, murderer! thou kill'ſt my heart; 

Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny: 

A deed of death, done on the innocent, 

Becomes not Titus' brother; Get thee gone; 

I ſee, thou art not for my company. 


E Re | Mar. 
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Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly. 
T:t. But how, if that fly had a father and mother ? 
How would he hang his ſlender gilded wings, 
And buz lamenting doings in the air? 
Poor harmleſs fly! 
That with his pretty buzzing melody, 
Came here to make us merry; and thou haſt kill'd him. | 
Mar. Pardon me, fir; *twas a black ill-favour'd fly, 
Like to the empreſs Moor; therefore I kill'd him, 
Tit. % ©, Os 5 
Then pardon me for reprehending this; 
For thou haſt done a charitable deed. 
Give me thy knife, I will inſult on him; 
Flattering myſelf, as if it were the Moor, 
Come hither purpoſely to poiſon me.— 
There's for thyſelf, and that's for Tamora.— 
Ah, firrah !— 
Yet I do think we are not brought ſo low, 
But that, between us, we can kill a fly, 
That comes in likeneſs of a coal-black Moor. 
Mar. Alas, poor man! grief has ſo wrought on a him, 
He takes falſe ſhadows for true ſubſtances. 
Tit. Come, take away.—Lavinia, go with me; 
I'll to thy cloſet; and go read with thee 
Sad ſtories, chanced in the times of old.— 
Come, boy, and go with me; thy ſight is young, 
And thou ſt read, when mine begins to dazzle. | 
n. 


ACT. 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
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The ſame, Before Titus's Houſe. 


Enter Trrus and Marcus. Then enter young Lucius, 
LAVINIA running after him. 5 55 


Boy. Help, orandfire, help! my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why ;— 
Good uncle Marcus, ſee how ſwift ſhe comes! 
Alas, ſweet aunt, I know not what you mean. 
Mar. Stand by me, Lucius; do not fear thine aunt. 

Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm. 
Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome, ſhe did. 

Mar. What means my niece Lavinia by theſe ſigns? 
. Tit. Fear her not, Lucius :—Somewhat doth ſhe mean: 
See, Lucius, ſee, how much ſhe makes of thee ; 
Somewhither would ſhe have thee go with her. 
Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her ſons, than ſhe hath read to thee, 
Sweet poetry, and Tully's Orator. 
Canſt thou not gueſs wherefore ſhe plies thee thus ? 

Boy. My lord, I know not, I, nor can I gueſs, 
Unleſs ſome fit or frenzy do poſſeſs her: 
For J have heard my grandiire ſay full oft, 
Extremity of griefs would make men mad 
And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 
Ran mad through ſorrow ; That made me to fear; 3 
Although, my lord, I know, my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e' er my mother did, 
And would not, but in fury, fright my youth: 
Which made me down to throw my books, and fly; 

E 2 Cauſeleſs, 
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Cauſeleſs, perhaps: But pardon me, ſweet aunt : 
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 
I will moſt willingly attend your ladyſhip. 
Mar, Lucius, I will. 
| [LAvVINIA turns over the books which Lucius | 
has let fall. | 
Tit. How now, Lavinia ?—Marcus, what means this ? 
Some book there i is that ſhe deſires to ſee :— 
Which is it, girl, of theſe ?—Open them, boy.— 
But thou art deeper read, and better {kill'd ; | 
Come, and take choice of all my library, 
And ſo beguile thy ſorrow, till the heavens 
Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed.— 
Why lifts ſhe up her arms in ſequence thus? 
Mar, I think, ſhe means, that there was more than 
one NE | 1 5 
Confederate in the fact; Ay, more there was: 
Or elſe to heaven ſhe heaves them for revenge. 
Tit. Lucius, what book is that ſhe toſſeth ſo? 
Boy. Grandſire, tis Ovid's Metamorphoſis; 
My mother gave't me. 
Mar. For love of her that's Sone, 
Perhaps ſhe cull'd it from among the reſt. 
Tit. Soft! ſee, how buſily ſhe turns the leaves! 
Help her ;— 
What would ſhe find 3 ſhall I read ? 
This is the tragick tale of Philomel, | 
And treats of Tereus* treaſon, and his rape; 
And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. | 
Mar. See, brother, ſee ; note, how the quotes the 
leaves. 
T1, Lavinia, wert thou thus ſurpriz'd, ſweet girl, 
Raviſh'd, and wrong'd, as Philomela was, 
Forc'd in the ruthleſs, vaſt, and gloomy woods? - 


See, 
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See, ſee 

Ay, ſuch a place there is, where we did hunt, 

(O, had we never, never, hunted there!) 

Pattern'd by that the poet here deſcribes, 

By nature made for murders, and for rapes. 

Mar. O, why ſhould nature build ſo foul a den, 

Unleſs the gods delight in tragedies! _ | | 

© Tit, Give aan ſweet girl, —for here are none but 
friends. | 

What Ronan lord it was durſt do the deed; 

Or ſlunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erſt, 

| T hat left the camp to fin in Lucrece? bed? 
Mar. Sit down, ſweet niece ce brother, fit down x by 
Mme | 

Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 

Inſpire me, that I may this treaſon find. 

My lord, look here; —look here, Lavinia: 

This ſandy plot is plain; guide, if thou canſt, 

This after me, when I have writ my name 

Without the help of any hand at all. 

| [ He awrites his name with bis fol, and d guides it With his 

| feet and mouth, 

Curs'd be that heart, that forc'd us to this ſhift! ho 

Write thou, good niece ; and here diſplay, at laſt, 

What God will have diſcover' d for revenge: 


Heaven guide thy pen to print thy ſorrows plain, 


That we may know the traitors, and the truth! 
[She takes the flaff in ber mouth, ans * it with ber 

: ſtumps, and writes. 

Tit, O, do you read, my lord, what me hath writ ? 

Stuprum.— Chiron — Demetrius. 

Mar. What, what !—the luſtful ſons of 1 0 

| Performers of this heinous, bloody deed ? 


* | Nit. 
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Tit. Magne Dominator poli, 
Tam lentus audis ſcelera? tam lentus wides? 
Mar. O, calm thee, gentle lord ! although, I know, 
There is enough written upon this earth, 
To ſtir a mutiny in the mildeſt thoughts, | 
And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 
| My lord, kneel down with me; Lavinia, kneel ; 
And kneel, ſweet boy, the Roman Hector's has; 3 
And ſwear with me,—as with the woful feere, - 
And father, of that chaſte diſhonour'd dame, 
Lord Junius Brutus ſware for Lucrece' rape, 
= hat we will proſecute, by good advice, 
Mortal revenge upon theſe traitorous Goths, 
And ſee their blood, or die with this reproach, 
Tit. Tis ſure enough, an you knew how, 
But if you hurt theſe bear-whelps, then beware: 
The dam will wake; and, if ſhe wind you once, 


She's with the lion deeply full in league, 


And lulls him whilft ſhe playeth on her back, 
And, when he ſleeps, will ſhe do what ſhe liſt. 
You're a young huntſman, Marcus; let it 1 
And, come, I will go get a leaf of braſs, : 
And with a gad of ſteel will write theſe words, 
And lay it by: the angry northern wind | 
Will blow theſe ſands, like Sybil's leaves, abroad, 
And where's your leſſon then ?—Boy, what ſay you? 
Boy. I ſay, my lord, that if I were a man, 
Their mother's bed-chamber ſhould not be fafe 
For theſe bad-bondmen to the yoke of Rome. | 
Mar. Ay, that's my boy! thy father hath full oft 
For this ungrateful country done the like. 
Boy. And, uncle, ſo will I, an if I live. 
Tit. Come, go with me into mine armoury ; | 
Lucius, I'Il fit theez and withal, my boy 


Shall 
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Shall carry from me to the empreſs' ſons 

Preſents, that I intend to ſend them both: 

Come, come; thou'lt do thy meſſage, wilt thou not? 
Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their boſoms, grandſire. 
Tit. No, boy, not ſo; I'll teach thee another courſe. 

Lavinia, come N look to my houſe; | 

Lucius and I'll go brave it at the court; 

Ay, marry, will we, fir; and we'll be waited on. 

[ [Exeunt TiTus, Lavinia, and Boy. 

Mar. heavens, can you hear a good man groan, 

And not relent, or not compaſſion him? 

Marcus, attend him in his ecſtaſy ; 

That hath more ſcars of ſorrow in his heart, 

Then foe-men's marks upon his batter'd ſhield: 

But yet ſo juſt, that he will not revenge: LC 

Revenge the heavens for old Andronicusl _ [Exit 


SCENE II. 
The fame, A Room in the Palace. 


Enter AARON, ChiR ON, and DEMETRIUS, at one door; 
at another door, young Lucius, and an Attendant, with a 
bundle of Weapons, and ver ſes writ upon them, | 


Chi. Demetrius, here's the ſon of Lucius; 
He hath ſome meſſage to deliver to us. 
Aar. Ay, ſome mad meſſage from his mad grandfather. 
Boy. My lords, with all the humbleneſs I may, | 
I greet your honours from Andronicus ;— - . 
And pray the Roman gods, confound you both. [ A/ide. 
Dem. Gramercy, lovely Lucius: What's the news? 
Boy. 'That you are both decypher'd, that's the news, 
For villains mark'd with rape. [A/ide.] May it pleaſe you, 
My grandſire, well-advis'd, hath ſent by me h 
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At ſuch a bay, by turn to ſerve our luſt, 


> * 
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The goodlieft weapons of his armoury, 
To gratify your honourable youth, 
The hope of Rome; for ſo he bade me fay 


And fo I do, and with his gifts preſent 


Your lordſhips, that whenever you have need, 
You may be armed and appointed well: 


| A ſo 1 leave Ju both, [ Afiae.] like bloody villains. 


[Exeznt Boy and Attendant. 
Dem. What g here! A ſcroll and written round about ? | 
Let's ſee; © | 


Integer vitæ, 4 purus, 


Non eget Mauri Jaculis, ne que arcu. 


Chi. O, tis a verſe in Horace; * know it well 3 


| I read it in the grammar long ago. 


Aar. Ay, juſt * verſe in Horace; ;—right, you Rave 


f Now, what a thing it is to hs; an 161 
Here's no ſound jeſt! the old man hath found their guilt . 


And ſends the weapons wrapp'd about with lines, 


That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick. 
But were our witty empreſs well a- foot, 


She would applaud Andronicus' conceit. 


But let her reſt in her unreſt awhile. - [Afide. 
And now, young lords, was't not a happy ſtar | 


Led us to Rome, ſtrangers, and more than ſo, 


Captives, to be advanced to this height? 
It did me good, before the palace gate 


To brave the tribune in his brother's hearing. . 
Dem. But me more good, to ſee ſo great a lard 


5 Baſely inſinuate, and ſend us gifts, 


Aar. Had he not reaſon, lord Nometrins? * 


Did you not uſe his daughter very friendly? 


Dem. I would, we had a thouſand Roman dames „ 


c 
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Chi. A charitable wiſh, and full of love. 
Aar. Here lacks but your mother for to ſay amen. 
Chi. And that would ſhe for twenty thouſand more. 
Dem. Come, let us go; and pray to all the gods 
For our beloved mother in her pains. 
_ TID to the devils; the gods have given us oer. 


[Afide. Flouriſh, 
Pike Why do the emperor” s trumpets flouriſh thus 2 

Chi, Belike, for joy the emperor hath a fon. 
Dem. Soft; who comes here? 


1 * 3 Black-a-moor chill in ber arms. 


3 | Gland morrow, hn. : 
0, tell me, did you ſee Aaron the Moor? 
Aar. Well, more, or leſs, or ne'er a whit at all, 
| Here Aaron is; and what with Aaron now? 

Nur. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone! 

| Now help, or woe betide thee eyermore ! 
Aar. Why, what a caterwauling doſt thou keep? 
What doſt thou wrap and fumble in thine arms? 
Nur. O, that which I would hide from heaven's eye, | 
: Our empreſs ſhame, and ſtately Rome's diſgrace * 
dhe is deliver'd, lords, the 1s deliver'd. | 
Aar. To whom? 


Nur. 1 mean, ſhe's Cs to bed. 


BY Wo Well, God 
Give her good ret! What hath he ſent her? 
. 8 5 | A devil. 


Aar. Why, then ſhe's the devil's dam; a joyful iſſue, 
Nur. A joyleſs, diſmal, black, and ſorrowful ue: 


8 Here | is the babe, as loathſome as a toad 


Amongſt the faireſt breeders of our clme, 


_ — — —¾ — — _— 


— — — 
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The empreſs ſends it thee, thy ſtamp, thy ſeal, 

And bids thee chriſten it with thy dagger's point. 
Aar. Out, out, you whore! is black ſo baſe a hue ?— 
Sweet blowſe, you are a beauteous bloſſom, ſure. 

Dem. Villain, what haſt thou done ? 


Aar. = | Done! ! that which thou 
Canſt not undo. | | 
. Thou haſt FER EO our mother, 


Aar. Villain, I have done thy mother. | 
Diem. And therein, helliſh dog, thou haſt undone. 
Woe to her chance, and damn'd her loathed choice 
Accurs d the offspring of ſo foul a fiend ! 
Chi, It ſhall not live. 
Aar. It ſhall not die. | 
Nur. Aaron, it muſt ; the mother wills it ſo. 
Aar. What, muſt it, 1 ? then let no man, but I, 
Do execution on my fleſh and blood. 
Dem. I'll broach the tadpole on my rapier's point : 
| N urſe, give it me; my ſword ſhall ſoon deſpatch it. 
Aar. Sooner this ſword ſhall plough thy bowels up. 
„ | [Takes the child from the Nurſe, and draws. 
. stay, murderous villains ! will you kill your brother? 
Now, by the burning tapers of the ſky, | 
That ſhone ſo brightly when this boy was got, 
He dies upon my ſcymitar's ſharp point, 
That touches this my firſt-born ſon and heir ! 
I tell you, younglings, not Enceladus, 
With all his threat'ning band of Typhon's brood, 


Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war, 


Shall ſeize this prey out of his father's hands. 
What, what; ye ſanguine, ſhallow-hearted boys! 


Ve white- 0 walls! ye alehouſe painted ſigns! 


Coal- black is better than another hue, 
In that it ſcorns to bear another hue: ples 
„„ | For 


A 1v. TITUS ANDRONICUS, 59 
For all the water in the ocean | 

Can never turn a fwan's black legs to white, 

Although ſhe lave them hourly in the flood,— 

Tell the empreſs from me, I am of age 

To keep mine own ; excuſe it how ſhe can. 

Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble miſtreſs thus? 

Aar. My miſtreſs is my miſtreſs ; this, my ſelf ; 
The vigour, and the picture of my youth: 

This, before all the world, do I prefer; 

This, maugre all the world, will I keep ſafe, 

Or ſome of you ſhall ſmoke for it in Rome. 
Dem. By this our mother is for ever ſham'd. 

Chi. Rome will deſpiſe her for this foul eſcape. 

Nur. The emperor, in his rage, will doom her death, 

Chi. I bluſh to think upon this ignomy. 

Aar. Why there's the privilege your beauty bears : 
Fye, treacherous hue ! that will betray with bluſhing 
'The cloſe enacts and counſels of the heart ! 

Here's a young lad fram'd of another leer: | 

Look, how the black ſlave ſmiles upon the father 

As who ſhould ſay, Old lad, I am thine own, 

He is your brother, lords; ſenſibly fed | 

Of that ſelf-blood that firſt gave life to you; 

And, from that womb, where you impriſon'd were, 

He is enfranchiſed and come to light: 

Nay, he's your brother by the ſurer fide, 
Although my ſeal be ftamped in his face. 

Nur. Aaron, what ſhall I ſay unto the empreſs? 

Dem, Adviſe thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 
And we will all ſubſcribe to thy advice; 

Save thou the child, ſo we may all be ſafe. 
Aar. Then fit we down, and let us all conſult, 
My ſon and I will have the wind of you: 


Keep 
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0p there; Now talk at pleaſure of your ſafety. 
[ They /it on the ground. 
Dem. How many women ſaw this child of his? | 
Aar. Why, fo, brave lords; When we all join in league, | 
I am a lamb: but if you brave the Moor, 
The chafed boar, the mountain lioneſs, 
The ocean ſwells not ſo as Aaron ſtorms.— 
But, ſay again, how many ſaw the child * 
Nur. Cornelia the midwife, and myſelf, 
And no one elſe, but the deliver'd empreſs. 
Aar. The empereſs, the midwife, and yourſelf : : 
Two may keep counſel, when the third's away: 
Go to the empreſs; tell her, this I ſaid: [ Stabbing ber. 
Weke, weke!—ſo cries a pig, prepar'd to the ſpit. 
Dem, What mean'ſt . Auron! ? Wherefore didſt | 
thou this? | 
| Aar. O, lord, ſir, tis a . of . 
Shall ſhe live to betray this guilt of ours? 
A long-tongu'd babbling goſſip? no, lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my full intent. 
Not far, one Muliteus lives, my countryman, 
His wife but yeſternight was brought to bed 
His child 1s like to her, fair as you are: | 
Go pack with him, and give the mother gold, 
And tell them both the circumſtance of all; 
And how by this their child ſhall be advanc'd, 
And be received for the emperor's heir, 
And ſubſtituted in the place of mine, 
To calm this tempeſt whirling in the court; 
And let the emperor dandle him for his own, 
Hark ye, lords; ; 0 ſee, that I have given her phyſick, 
[Pointing to the N urſe. 
And you muſt needs beſtow her funeral; 
The freids are near, and you are gallant grooms: | 
3 FE This 


Aa. © TITUS ANDRONICUS, — / 


This done, foe that you take no longer days, 
But ſend the midwife preſently to me. 
The midwife, and the nurſe, well made away, 
Then let the ladies tattle what they pleaſe. 
Chi. Aaron, I ſee, thou wilt not Er the air 
With ſecrets, PEE 
Dem, For this care of Tamors, 
Herſelf, wad hers, are highly bound to thee, 
| | [ Exeunt DEM. and CHI. bearing of the Nurſe. 
Aar. Now to the Goths, as ſwift as ſwallow flies; 
There to diſpoſe this treaſure in mine arms, 
And ſecretly to greet the empreſs” friends.,— 
Come on, you thick-lipp'd ſlave, I'll bear you hence; 
For it is you that puts us to our ſhifts : 
I'll make you feed on berries, and on roots, | 
And feed on curds and whey, and ſuck the goat, 
And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up 


To be a warrior, and command a camp. [Extt. 
SCENE III. 
The fan. A publick Place. : 


. Tater Tirvu 3, bearing arrows, with letters at the ends of 


them; with ie LVCIVS, and other Gen- 


E it. come, Marcus, come ;—Kinſmen, this is the - 


Sir boy, now let me ſee your archery ; | 
Look ye draw home enough, and tis there ſtraights ; 

Terras Aſtræa reliquit :— 

Be you remember'd, Marcus, ſhe's gone, ſhe's fled, 
Sir, take you to your tools, You, couſins, ſhall 
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Go ſound the ocean, and caſt your nets; j 


Happily you may find her in the ſea; 


Vet there's as little juſtice as at land- 
No; Publius and Sempronius, you muſt do it; 


Tie you muſt dig with mattock, and with ſpade, 
And pierce the inmoſt center of the earth: 
Then, when you come to Pluto's region, 


I pray you, deliver him this petition : 


Tell him, it is for juſtice, and for aid; 
And that it comes from old Aadroniens, 
Shaken with ſorrows in ungrateful Rome. — 


Ah, Rome !—Well, well; I made thee miſerable, 


What time I threw the ei s ſuffrages 


On him that thus doth tyrannize 0'er me, 
Go, get you gone; and pray be careful 1. 
And leave you not a man of war unſearch'd; 


This wicked emperor may have ſhipp'd her hence, 

And, kinſmen, then we may go pipe for juſtice. 
Mar. O, Publius, is not this a heavy caſe, 

To ſee thy noble uncle thus diſtract? = 
Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns, 


By day and night to attend him carefully; 
And feed his humour kindly as we may, 
Till time beget ſome careful remedy. 


Mar. Kinſmen, his ſorrows are paſt remedy. 
Join with the Goths; and with revengeful war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine, 
Tit. Publius, how now ? how nom, my maſters? What? 
Have you met with her? 
Pub. No, my good lord; but Pluto ſends you word 
If you will have revenge from hell, you ſhall ; 


25 Marry: for lunes, ſhe 1 is ſo employ d, 


3 He 
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He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or ſomewhere elſe, 
So that perforce you muſt needs ſtay "7 
Tit. He doth me wrong, to feed me with delays. 
I'll dive into the burning lake below, 
And pull her out of Acheron by the heels.— 
Marcus, we are but ſhrubs, no cedars we; 
No big-bon'd men, fram'd of the Cyclops* ſize: : 
But metal, Marcus, ſteel to the very back; 1 
Vet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs can bear : — 
And, ſith there is no juſtice in earth nor hell, 
We will ſolicit heaven; and move the gods, 
To ſend down juſtice for to wreak our wrongs: _ 
ys to this gear. You are a good archer, Marcus. 
He gives them the arrows, 
Ad Fovem, that's for you :—Here, ad yOu — 
Ad Martem, that's for myſelf:— 
Here, boy, to Pallas :—Here, to Mercury : 
To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine , 
| You were as good to ſhoot againſt the wind. 
To it, boy. Marcus, looſe when I bid: 
O' my word, I have written to effect; 
There's not a god left unſolicited. 

Mar. Kinſmen, ſhoot all your ſhafts into the court : 
We will afflict the emperor in his pride. | 
Tit. Now, maſters, draw. [They foot] o, well ſaid, | 
Lucius! 

Good boy, in Virgo's lap; give it Pallas. 
Mar. My lord, I aim a mile beyond the moon; 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. | 

Tit. Ha! Publius, Publius, what haſt 9 done! 
See, ſee, thou haſt ſhot off one of Taurus' horns. | 
Mar. This was the ſport, my lord ; when Publius ſhot, i 
The bull being gall'd, gave Aries flicks a knock 
That down fell both the ram's horns in the court ; 5 
| | | | DO | 1 i 
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And who ſhould find them but the empreſs' villain? 


She laugh'd, and told the Moor, he ſhould not chooſe 
But give them to his maſter for a preſent. 


Tit. Why, there it goes: God give your lordſhip joy. 


Enter a Clown, with « baſtet and top fire 


News, news from heaven! Marcus, the poſt 1s come. 


Sirrah, what tidings ? have you any letter ? 


Shall J have juſtice? what ſays Jupiter? 


Clo. Ho! the gibbet- maker ? he ſays, that he hath taken 


them down again, for the man muſt not be hang'd till 


the next week. 
Tit. But what ſays Jupiter, I aſk thee ? 


Clio. Alas, fir, I know not Jupiter; I never drank with 
him in all my life. | 


Tit, Why, villain, art not thou the carrier? 

Clo. Ay, of my pigeons, fir; nothing elſe. 

Tit. Why, didſt thou not come from heaven? 

Clo. From heaven? alas, fir, I never came there: God 


| forbid, I ſhould be ſo bold to preſs to heaven in my young 


days. Why, I am going with my pigeons to the tribunal 
plebs, to take up a matter of brawl betwixt my uncle and 
one of the emperial's men, 


Mar. Why, fir, that 1s as fit as can be, to ſerve for 


Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the emperor 
with a grace? 


Hold, 


your oration and let him deliver the pigeons to fs em- 
peror from you. 


Cuo. Nay, OT» fir, I could never ſay grace in all my 
| life. | 
Tit. Sirrah, come hither; 1 no more ado, 
But give your pigeons to the emperor : 

Buy me thou ſhalt have juſtice at his hands. 
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Hold, hold; — mean while, here” 8 money for thy charges. 


Give me a pen and ink.— 


Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a ſupplication ? 
Clo. Ay, ir. 


Tit. Then here | 1s A 1 ſupplication for you. And when 
you come to him, at the firſt approach, you mult kneel ; 


then kiſs his foot; then deliver up your pigeons; and 5 
then look for your reward. II be at Hang, ſir; ;- lee you 
do it bravely. 


Clo. I warrant you, Gr; let 1 me alone, 
Tit. Sirrab, haſt thou a knife? Come, let me ſee K. 
Here Marcus, fold it in the oration; 


For thou haſt made it like an humble ſuppliant — 
And when thou haſt given it to the emperor, 
Knock at my door, and tell me what he ſays. 


Civ. God be with you, ſir; I will. 
Tit. Come, Mewes, let's go Publius, follow me. 
| [Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. 
The fone. W the Palace. 


Enter SATURNINUS, Tauons 6 DEMETRIUS, 


Lords, and Others: SATURNINUS wuith the arrows in his 
band, that Titus foot. 


at. why, lords, what wrongs | are theſe? Was ever 
1 


5 An emperor of Rome thus a. | 

| Troubled, confronted thus; and, for the extent 
Of legal juſtice, us'd in ſuch contempt? : 

My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods, 
However theſe diſturbers of our peace | | 
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Bun i in the people's ears, there nought hath paſe'd, | 
But even with law, againſt the wilful ſons 
Of old Andronicus. And what an if 
His ſorrows have ſo overwhelm'd his wits, 
Shall we be thus afflited in his wreaks, 
His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterneſs? 


And now he writes to heaven for his redreſs ; 


See, here's to Jove, and this to Mercury; 
This to Apollo; this to the god of war: 
Sweet ſcrolls to fly about the ſtreets of Rome! 
What's this, but libelling againſt the ſenate, 
And blazoning our injuſtice every where ? 
A goodly humour, is it not, my lords? 
As who would ſay, in Rome no juſtice were. 
But, if I live, his feigned ecſtaſfies 
Shall be no ſhelter to theſe outrages: 
But he and his ſhall know, that juſtice lives 
In Saturninus' health; whom, if ſhe ſleep, 
He'll ſo awake, as ſhe in fury ſhall 


Ciutt off the proud'ſt conſpirator that lives. 


Jam. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine, 


Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts, 


Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus age, 

The effects of ſorrow for his valiant ſons, 

Whoſe loſs hath pierc'd him deep, and ſcarr'd his heart * 
And rather comfort his diſtreſſed plight, 

Than proſecute the meaneſt, or the beft, 
For theſe contempts. Why, thus it ſhall become 
High-witted Tamora to gloze with all: [Al. 
But, Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick, | 
Thy life blood out: if Aaron now be wiſe, 
Then is all ſafe, the anchor's in the port. 


— 


Enter 


TITUS ANDRONICUS» 


Enter Clown. 


How now, good fellow > would'ſt thou ſpeak. with us ? 
Clo, Yes, forſooth, an your miſterſhip be emperial. 
Tam, Empreſs I am, but yonder fits the emperor. 
Clo, *Tis he.—God, and faint Stephen, give you good 

den: I have 2 you a letter, and a couple of pigeons 

here. [Sar uRNIN us reads the letter. 
Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him * 
_ Cho, How much money muſt I have ? 
Tam. Come, ſirrah, you muſt be hang'd. 
Cl. Hang'd! my r lady, then I have brought up a neck. 
to a fair end. Lit, guarded, 
Sat. Deſpiteful Ray Iatolerable wrongs! 

Shall I endure this monſtrous villainy ? 

I know from whence this ſame device proceeds ; ; 

May this be borne ?—as if his traitorous ſons, 

That died by law for murder of our brother, 

Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully.— | 

Go, drag the villain hither by the hair; - 

Nor age, nor honour, ſhall ſhape privilege = - 

For this proud mock, I'll be thy flaughter-man ; 

Sly frantick wretch, that holp'ſt to make me great, 

In hope thyſelf ſhould govern Rome and me, 


Enter ulrius. | 


What news with thee. Zmilius? 


mil. Arm, arm, my lords; Rome never bad more 
„ 

The Goths have gather'd head; and with a power 

Of high-reſolved men, bent to the ſpoil, 


They hither march amain, under conduct | 
| F 2 Of 
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Of Lucius, ſon to old Andronicus; "FE 
Who threats, in courſe of this revenge, to do 
As much as ever Coriolanus did. 
Sat. Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths ? 
Theſe tidings nip me; and I hang the head 
As flowers with froſt, or graſs beat down with ſtorms. 
Ay, now begin our ſorrows to approach : 
*Tis he, the common people love ſo much 
| Myſelf hath often over-heard them ſay, 


(hen I have walked like a private man,) 


That Lucius' baniſhment was wrongfully, 

And they have wiſn'd that Lucius were their emperor. 
Tam. Why ſhould you fear ? is not your city ſtrong? _ 
Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius; 

And will revolt from me, to ſuccour him. = 

Tam. King, be thy thoughts imperious, like thy name. 

Is the ſun dimm'd, that gnats do fly i ll EG 

The eagle ſuffers little birds to ſing, 

And is not careful what they mean thereby ; 

Knowing, that with the ſhadow of his wings, 

He can at pleaſure ſtint their melody: | 

E ven ſo may'ſt thou the giddy men of Rome. 

Then cheer thy ſpirit : for know, thou emperors 

J will enchant the old Andronicus, 

With words more ſweet, and yet more dangerous, 

Than baits to fiſh, or honey-ſtalks to ſheep 

When as the one is wounded with the bait, | 

The other rotted with delicious feed, 

Sat. But he will not entreat his ſon for us. 

Tam. If Tamora entreat him, then he will: 
For I can ſmooth, and fill his aged ear 
With golden promiſes ; that were his heart 


Almoſt impregnable, his old ears deaf, F - 


AA xv. TITUS ANDRONICUS. _ — 09 


Yet ſhould both ear and heart obey my tongue. 
Go thou before, be our ambaſlador : - [To ZEMILIUS» 
gay, that the emperor requeſts a parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meet ing. 
Sat. milius, do this meſſage honourably's 
And if he ſtand on hoſtage for his {afety, 
Bid him demand what pledge will pleaſe him beſt, 
| Emil. Your bidding mall I do effettually. _ 
I Exit ZEMILIUS» 
Tam, Now will l to that old Andronicus 3 
And temper him, with all the art I have, 
To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 
And now, ſweet emperor, be blithe again, | 
And bury all thy fear in my devices. 


Sat. They g9 ane and pie to him. tian. 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


— — 


Plains near Rome. 
Enter Luc IVs, and Goths , with drum and colours, 


Tuc. Approved warriors, and my faithful friends; 
I have received letters from great Rome, 
Which ſignify, what hate they bear their ror, 
And how deſirous of our ſight they are. 
Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witneſs, 


Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs; 


And, wherein Rome hath done you any . 
Let him make treble ſatisfaction. 

1 Goth, Brave lip, ſprung from the great Andronicus, 
Whoſe name was once our terror, now our comfort; ; 
Whoſe high exploits, and honourable deeds, 


Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt, 


Be bold in us: we'll follow where thou lead” ſt.— 
Like ſtinging bees in hotteſt ſummer's day, 
Led by their maſter to the flower'd fields. 
And be aveng'd on curſed Tamora. 
Gotha. And, as he ſaith, ſo ſay we all with him, 
Luc. I humbly thank him, and I thank you all. 


But who comes e led by a Goth? 


e, a Goth, leading AARON, with his child i in his arms. | 


2 Goth, Renowned Lucius, from our troops I ſtray'd, 
To gaze upon a ruinous monaſtery z 
And as I earneſtly did fix mine eye 

1 ve -Þ: 7 Upon 
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Upon the waſted building, ſuddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall : 
I made unto the noiſe z when ſoon I heard 
The crying babe controll'd with this diſcourſe : 
Peace, taauny flarve ; half me, and balf thy dam! 
Did not thy hue bewray whoſe brat thou art, 
Had nature lent thee but thy mother's look, 
Villain, thou might'ft have been an emperor : 
But where the bull and cow are both milk-wwhite, 
They never do beget a coal-black calf. 
Peace, villain, peace !—even thus he rates the babe,. 


RET I muſt bear thee to a truſiy Goth; 


Who, when be knows thou art the empreſs babe, 

Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's ſake. 
With this, my weapon drawn, I ruſh'd upon him, 
Surpriz'd him ſuddenly; and brought him hither, 
To uſe as you think needful of the man. 

Luc. O worthy Goth! this is the incarnate devil, 
That robb'd Andronicus of his good hand: 
This is the pearl that pleas'd your empreſs” eye; 
And here's the baſe fruit of his burning luſt.— 
Say, wall-ey'd ſlave, whither would'ſt thou convey 
This growing image of thy fiend-like face? 
Why doſt not ſpeak ? What! deaf? No; not a word? 
A halter, ſoldiers ; hang him on this tree, 
And by his ſide his fruit of baſtardy. 
Aar. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood. 
Luc. Too like the fire for ever being good.— 
Firſt, hang the child, that he may ſee it ſprawl ; 
A ſight to vex the father's foul withal. 
Get me a ladder. 

CLA ladder brought, which AARON is obliged to Mu. 

Aar. Lucius, ſave the child; 
And bear it from me to the empereſs, 


F 4 | If 
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Tf thou do this, I'II ſhow thee wond'rous things, | 

That highly may advantage thee to hear: 

If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 

I'll ſpeak no more; But vengeance rot you all ! 

Luc. Say on; and, if it pleaſe me which thou ſpeak? ſt, 

Thy child ſhall live, and I will ſee it nouriſh'd. | 

Aar. An if it pleaſe thee? why, affure thee, Lucius, 

*T'will vex thy ſoul to hear what I ſhall ſpeak ; 

For I muſt talk of murders; rapes, and maſſacres, 

Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 

Complots of mifchiefs, treafon'; repro | 

Ruthful to hear, yet piteoufly perforr.. d: 

And this ſhall all be buried by my death, 

Unleſs thou ſwear to me, my child ſhall live. ah 
Luc, Tell on thy mind; I fay, thy child ſhalt ipe, 
Aar. Swear; that he tall, and then T will begin. 
Luc. Who ſhould I ſweat by? thou believ'ſt no god yg 

That granted, how canſt thou believe an cat? 

Aar. What if I d6 not? as, ihdeed, I do not: 

FPet,—for ! know thou art religions, 

And haſt a thing within thee, called: conſcience ; 

With twenty popiſh tricks and ceretnonies, 

Which I have ſeen thee careful to obſerve;— 

Therefore I urge thy oath; For that, I know, 

An idiot holds his bauble for à god, 

And keeps the oath, which by that god he ſwears; 

To that I'Il urge binn Therefore, thou ſhalt yow 

By that ſame god, what god ſoe*er it be, 

That thou ador'ſt and haſt in reyerence;,— 

To fave my boy, to nouriſh, and bring him up; ; 

Or elſe I will diſcover nought to thee. 

Lac. Even by | my god; I ſwear'to thee, I will. 

Aar. Firſt, know thou, I begot him on the empreſs, 

Luc, O moſt inſatiate, laxurious woman! | 
Eh in Aar. 
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Aar. Tut, Lucius! this was but a deed of charity, 

To that which thou ſhalt hear of me anon. | 

*T was her two ſons, that murder'd Baſſianus: 

They cut thy ſiſter's tongue, and raviſh'd her, 

And cut her hands; and trimm'd her as thou ſaw'ſt. 
Luc. O, deteſtable villain ! call{ thou that trimming ? 
Aar. Why, the was waſh d, and cut, and trimm'd ; and 

'twas | 

Trim ſport for them that had the doing of it. 

Luc. O, barbarous, beaſtly villains, like thyſelf! 

Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to inftruct them 

That codding fpirit had they from their mother, $ 

As ſure a card as ever won the ſet ; | 
That bloody mind, I think, they learn'd of me, 

As true a dog as ever fought at head. 

Well, let my deeds be witneſs of my worth, 

I train'd thy brethren to that guileful hole, 

Where the dead corpſe of Baſſianus lay: | 
I wrote the letter that thy father found, i 
And kid the gold within the letter mention'd, 

Confederate with the queen, and her two ſons; 
And what not done, that thou haſt cauſe to rue, | © 
Wherein I had no ſtroke of miſchief in it? | RE | 

I play'd the cheater for thy father's hand; | | "BY 


And, when I had it, drew myſelf apart, | $Y 

And almoſt broke my heart with extreme laughter. A f | 
I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall, | | FY 
When, for his hand, he had his two ſons? heads; l 1 * 
Beheld his tears, and laugh'd ſo heartily, | S 1 


That both mine eyes wert rainy like to bis; 
And when I told the empreſs of this ſport, 
She ſwounded almoſt at my pleaſing tale, 
And, for my tidings, gave me twenty kiſſes, 
Goth. What! canſt thou FOE all this, and never bluſh ? 


Aar. 
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Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the ſaying is. 
Luc. Art thou not ſorry for theſe heinous deeds? 

Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thouſand more. 
Even now I curſe the day, (and yet, I think, 
Few come within the compaſs of my curſe,) 
Wherein I did not ſome notorious ill: 
As kill a man, or elſe deviſe his death 

Raviſh a maid, or plot the way to do it; 
Accuſe ſome innocent, and forſwear myſelf : 
Set deadly enmity between two friends; 
Make poor men's cattle break their necks; 
Set fire on barns and hay-ſtacks in the night, 
And bid the owners quench them with their tears, 
Oft have I digg'd up dead men from their graves, 
And ſet them upright at their dear friends? doors, 
Even when their ſorrows almoſt were forgot; 
And on their ſkins, as on the bark of trees, 
Have with my knife carved in Roman letters, 
Let not your ſorrow die, though I am dead. 
Tut, I have done a thouſand dreadful things, 
As willingly as one would kill a fly; 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 
But that I cannot do ten thouſand more. 
Luc. Bring down the devil; for he muſt not die 

So ſweet a death, as hanging preſently. | 

Aar, If there be devils, *would I were a devil, 
To live and burn in everlaſting fire; 
So I might have your company in hell, 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue! 
Luc, Sirs, ſtop his mouth, ang let him ſpeak no more, 


| Enter a Goth. 


Goth. My lord, there is a meſlenger from Rome, 
Defires to be admitted to your preſence, | 
3 | | | Luc * 
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Tic, Let him « come near. 


| Enter ZEMILIUS, 
Welcome, ZEmilius, what's the news from Rome? 
Amil. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goths, 
The Roman emperor greets you all by me: 
And, for he underſtands you are in arms, 
He craves a parley at your father's houſe, 
Willing you to demand your hoſtages, 
And they ſhall be immediately deliver'd. 
1 Goth. What ſays our general? 
Luc. Zmilius, let the emperor give his pledges | 
- Unto my father, and my uncle Marcus, = 


And we will come, —March away, [Exeunt. 


SCENE 11. 
. Rome. Before Titus's Houſe, 
Enter TAMORa, CHRON, and DEMETRIUS, diſeuis'd, 
Tam, Thus, in this ſtrange and ſad habiliment, 
I will encounter with Andronicus; 
And ay, I am Revenge, ſent from below, 
To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs. 
Knock at his ſtudy, where, they ſay, he keeps, 
To ruminate ſtrange plots of dire revenge; 


Tell him, Revenge is come to join with him, | 
| And work c confuſion on his enemies. bl [Thy knock, 


Enter Tirus, above. 


Tit. Who doth moleſt my contemplation 5 
Is it your trick, to make me ope the door; 
That ſo my ſad decrees may fly away, 


And 
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And all my dy be to no effect? 

You are deceiv'd : for what I mean to do, 
See here, in bloody lines J have ſet down ; 
And what is written ſhall be executed. 

Tam. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 

Tit. No; not a word: How can I grace my talk, 
Wanting a hand to give it action? | 2 
Thou haſt the odds of me, therefore no more. | 

Tam. If thou did'ſt know me, thou would'ſt talk with 

me. 

Tit. T am not mad; I know thee well enough : 
Witneſs this wretched ſtump, theſe crimſon lines; 
Witneſs theſe trenches, made by grief and care; 
Witneſs the tiring day, and heavy night; 

Witneſs all ſorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud empreſs, mighty Tamora: 
Is not thy coming for my other hand ? 

Tam. Know. thou, ſad man, I am not e 
she is thy enemy, and I thy friend: _ | 
I am Revenge; ſent from the inferna] kingdom, | 
To eaſe the gnawing vulture of thy mind, 

By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes. 
Come down, and welcome me to this world's light; 
Confer with me of murder and of death: 
There's not a hollow cave, or lurking- place, 

No vaſt obſcurity, or milty vale, 

Where bloody murder, or deteſted rape, 

Can couch for fear, but I will find them out; 
And in their ears tell them my dreadful name, 
Revenge, which makes the foul offenders quake, 

Tit. Art thou Revenge ? and art thou ſent to me, 
To be a torment to mine enemies | 

Tam. I am; therefore come down, and welcome me. 

Tit. Do me ſome ſervice, ere I come to thee, 1 


f | Lo, | 
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Lo; by thy {ide where Rave; and Murder, ſtands ; 
Nov give ſome ſurance that thou art Revenge, 
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels; 
And then I'll come, and be thy waggoner, 
And whitl along with thee about the globes. 
Provide thee proper palfries, black as 1 
To hale thy vengeful waggon ſwift away, 
And find ont murderers in their guilty caves : 
And, when thy-car is loaden with their heads, 
I will diſmount, and by the waggon wheel 
_ Trot, like a ſervile footman, all day long; 
Even from Hyperion's riſing i in the eaſt, 
Until his very downfal in the ſea. 
And day by day I'll do this heavy taſk, 
So thou deſtroy Rapine and Murder there, 
Jam. Theſe are my minifters, and come with me. 
Tit. Are they thy miniſters? what are they call'd ? 
Tam. Rapine, and Murder therefore called ſo, 
Cauſe they take vengeance of ſuch kind of men. 
Tit. Good lord, how like the empreſs” ſons they are! 

And you, the empreſs! But we worldly men 

Have miſerable, mad, miſtaking eyes, 

O ſweet Revenge, now do I come te thee : 

And, if one arm's embracement will content thee, 
I will embrace thee 1 in it by and by. * 

[Ext Tirus, , from aloe. 

Tua. This ; cloling with him fits his lunacy : 
Whate'er I forge, to feed his brain- ſick fits, 

Do you uphold and maintain in your ſpeeches. 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge; 
And, being credulous in this mad thought, 4 
' Fl make him ſend for Lucius, his fon; _ 
And, whilſt I at a banquet hold him ſure, 
I'll find ſome cunning practice out of hand, 7A 
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To ſcatter and diſperſe the giddy Goths, 
Or, at the leaſt, make them his enemies. 
See, here he comes, and I muſt ply my theme. 


Enter Tiru 8. 


2 bk Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee : : 
Welcome, dread fury, to my wofnl houſe ;— 
Rapine, and Murder, you are welcome too: 
How like the empreſs and her ſons you are! 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor = 

Could not all hell afford you ſuch a devil ?— 

For, well I wot, the empreſs never wags, 

ut in her company there is a Moor; 

And, would you repreſent our queen aright, 

Tt were convenient you had ſuch a devil : 

But welcome, as you are, What ſhall we do? 
Jam. What would'ſt thou have us do, Andronicus ? 
Dem. Show me a murderer, I'll deal with him. 
(bi. Show me a villain, that hath done a rape, 

And I am ſent to be reveng'd on him. 

Tam. Show me a thouſand, that have done thee wrong, 

And J will be revenged on them all. | 
Tit. Look round about the wicked ſtreets of Rome z 

And when thou find'ſ a man that's like thyſelf, 

Good Murder, ftab him; he's a murderer.— 

So thou with him; and, when it is thy hap, 

To find another that is like to thee, 
Good Rapine, ſtab him; he is a raviſher,”O 
Go thou with them; and in the emperor's court 
There is a queen, attended by a Moor; 
Well may'ſt thou know her by thy own proportion, 
For up and down ſhe doth reſemble thee; 
TI pray thee, do on them ſome violent death, 
They have been violent to me and mine. 


Tam. 
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Tam, Well haſt thou lefſon'd us ; this ſhall we do. 


But would it pleaſe thee, good Aae, 
To ſend for Lucius, thy thrice valiant ſon, 


Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goths, 


And bid him come and banquet at thy houſe: _ 
When he is here, even at thy ſolemn feaſt, 

I will bring in the empreſs and her ſons, 
The emperor himſelf, and all thy fois 
And at thy mercy ſhall they ſtoop and kneel, 
And on them ſhalt thou eaſe thy angry heart. 
What ſays Andronicus to this device? 


Tit. . my brother !—"tis {ad Titus calls. 5 


| Enter MARCUS. 


Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius; 
Thou ſhalt inquire him out among the Goths : 
Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefeſt princes of the Goths; 
Bid him encamp his ſoldiers where they are: 
Tell him, the emperor and the empreſs too 

_ Feaſts at my houſe ; and he ſhall feaſt with them. 

This do thou for my love; and ſo let him, 

As he regards his aged father's life. | 
Mar. This will I do, and ſoon return again. 
Tam. Now will I hence about thy buſineſs, 

And take my miniſters along with me. 


LExit. 


Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder ſtay with r me; 


Or elſe I'll call my brother back again, 
| And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 


Tam. What ſay you, boys? will you abide with him, 


Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor, 

How I have govern'd our determin'd jeſt ? | 
Yield to his humour, ſmooth and ſpeak him fair, 
And tarry with him, till I come again. 


77 t, I know them all, — they ſuppoſe me mad; 


(Ale. 


And 


| 
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And will o'er- reach them in their own devides; 

A pair of curſed hell- hounds, and their dam. [Af dr, 
Dem. Madam, depart at pleaſure, leave us here. 
Tam. Farewell, Andronicus : Revenge now goes 

To lay a complot to betray thy foes. [Exit Tamora, 
Tit. I know, thou doſt; and, ſweet Revenge, farewell. 
Chi. Tell us, old man, how ſhall we be employ'd? | 
Ti. Tout 1 have work enough for you to do, — 

Publius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine ! 


Enter PUBLIVS, and Others; 5 


Pub. What' your will 5 ü 

B Enco you theſe two ? : 

Pub. | TG N empreſs' 12 
1 take them, Oliiron, and Demetrius. 

Tit. Fye, Publius, fye! thou art too much aeceiv'd; 
The one is Murder, Rape is the other's name: 7 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius; 
Caius, and Valentine, lay hands on them: 
Oft have you heard me wiſh for ſuch an hour, 


And now I find it: therefore bind them ſure; 
-And ftop their mouths, if they begin to cry. 


[Exit TiTUs.—PUBLIUS, Sc. tay hold on  Curron 
and DEMETRIUS. 
Cbi. Villains, forbear ; we are the eaſy 4 
Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded. 
Stop cloſe their mouths, let them not ſpeak a word: 


Is he ſure bound ? look, that you bind them faſt. 


Re-enter, Tix us ANDRONICUS, with LAVINIA; fie bear- 
ing a baſon; and be a knife, 


Tit. Come, come, Lavinia; look, thy foes are bound * 


dSirs, ſtop their mouths, let them not ſpeak to me; 


But let them hear what fearful words I utter.— 


© an Chiron and Demetrius! | 
| | Here 
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Here ſtands the forivg whom you have ſtain'd with mud 

This goodly ſummer with your winter mix d. 

You kill'd her huſband ; and, for that vile fault, 

Two of her brothers were condemn'd to death: 

My hand cut off, and made a merry jeſt : 

Both her ſweet hands, her tongue, and that, more dear 

Than hands or tongue, her ſpotleſs chaſtity, 

Inhuman traitors, you conſtrain'd and forc'd. 

What would you ſay, if I ſhould let you ſpeak ? 
Villains, for ſhame you could not beg for grace. 

Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 

This one hand yet is left to cut your throats ; 

Whilſt that Lavinia 'tween her ſtumps doth bold 

The baſon, that receives your guilty blood. 

You know, your mother means to feaſt with me, 

And calls herſelf, Revenge, and thinks me mad, 
Fark, villains ; 1 will grind your bones to duſt, 
And with your blood and it, I'll make a paſte z 1 
And of the paſte a coffin I will rear, | 
And make two paſties of your ſhameful heads; ; 

And bid that ſtrumpet, your unhallow'd dam, 

Like to the earth, ſwallow her own increaſe, 
This is the feaſt that I have bid her to, 

And this the banquet ſhe ſhall ſurfeit on; 

For worſe than Philomel you us'd my daughter, 
And worſe than Progne I will be reveng'd: 

And now prepare your throats,—Lavinia, come, 
| . [He cuts their throats, 
Receive their blood : and, when that they are dead, 
Let me go grind their bones to powder ſmall, 

And with this hateful liquor temper it ; 

And in that paſte let their vile heads be bak; d. 

Come, come, be every one officious 

To make this banquet; which I wiſh may prove 
Oo More 
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More ſtern and bloody than the Centaurs' feaſt, 
So, now bring them in, for I will play the cook, 
And ſee them ready N their mother comes. 


AS __ War the dead bodies. 


SCENE III. 
The ſame. A Pavilion, with tables, Sc. 


Enter Lucius, Marcus, EY Gothe with Aaron, 
priſoner. | 


Luc. Uncle Marcus, finds 'tis my father” 8 mind, 
That I repair to Rome, I am content. 5 
1 Goth, And ours with thine, befall what fortune will, 
Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor, 
This ravenous tiger, this accurſed devil; 
Let him receive no ſuſtenance, fetter him, 
Till he be brought unto the empreſs' face, 
For teſtimony of her foul proceedings: 
And ſee the ambuſh of our friends be ſtrong : 
I fear, the emperor means no good to us. 
Aar. Some devil whiſper curſes in mine ear, 
And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my ſwelling heart! 
Luc. Away, inhuman dog! unhallow'd ſlave — 
4 . ur, help our uncle to convey him in.— Logged, 
» þ. [Exeunt Goths, ait AA RON, Floariſh, 
The cfumpets ſhow, the, clperdr is at hand. 9 


Ener sarvavinvs and TAMOR As with Tribunes, Sena- 5 
| tors, and Others. | 


Sat. What, hath the brmament: more uns than one? 
| | . Luc. 
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Luc. What boots it thee, to call thyſelf a ſun? , 
Mar. Rome's emperor, and nephew, break the parle; ; 
Theſe quarrels muft be quietly debated. 
The feaſt is ready, which the careful Titus 
Hath ördain'd to an honourable end, 
For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome: 


Pleaſe you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your places. 


Sat. Marcus, we will. 
[Hautboys ſound. The yay . dro at table, 


Enter Tirus s, dreſs'd like a 608 ; 3 wriled; young 


 Lvucivs, and Others. Tirus places the "_ on the 
table o | | be | 


N. Welcome, my gracious lord; | welcome, dread 
queen 
Welcome, ye warlike Goths; 3 a Lucius; . 


And welcome, all: although the cheer be poor, 
will fill your ſtomachs; pleaſe you eat of it. 


Sat. Why art thou thus attir'd, Andronicus ? 
Tit. Becauſe I would be ſure to have all well, 


To entertain your highneſs, and your empreſs. 


Tam. We are beholden to you, good Andronicus. 
Tit. An if your highneſs knew my heart, you were, 
My lord the emperor, reſolve me this; 
Was it well done of raſh Virginius, | 
To ſlay his daughter with his own right TY 
Becauſe ſhe was enforc d. i ang deflour d: 2 
Sat. It was, 
Andronicus. | 
Ti, Your KEPT mighty lord! 
Sat. Becauſe the girl ſhould not ſurvive her ſhame, 
And by her preſence full renew his ſorrows, 1 5 


* 


7 


S 
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Tit. A reaſon mighty, ſtrong, and efectual; 
A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant, 
For me, moſt wretched, to perform the like :— 
Die, 5 Lavinia, and thy ſhame with thee; 
[He kills LAVINIAs 
And, with thy dünne, thy father's ſorrow die! 
Sat. What haſt thou done, unnatural, and unkind? 
Tit. Kill'd her, for whom myt tears have made me blind. 
I am as woful as Virginius was: 
And have a thouſand times' more cauſe than he 
To do this outrage ;—and it is now done. 
Sat. What, was ſhe raviſh'd ? tell, who did the deed. 
Tit. Will't pleaſe you eat ? will't pleaſe your TO 
| feed? 
Tam. Why haſt thou lain thine ads Angbter thus? 
Tit. Not I; twas Chiron, and Demetrius: 
They raviſh' 4 her, and cut away her tongue, 
And they, *twas they, that did her all this wrong. 
Sat. Go, fetch them hither to us preſently. 
Tit. Why, there they are both, baked in that pie; : 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed, 
Eating the fleſh that ſhe herſelf hath bred. 
Ti . tis true; in my knife's ſharp point. 


[Ruling TaMORA. 
Sat. Die, frantick wretch, for this accurſed deed. 


[Killing Titus. 
Luc. Can the ſon's eye behold his father bleed ? 
There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 

[Kills SATURNINUS, A great tumult, The people in 
confuſion diſperſe, Marcus, Lucivs, and their par- 
tiſans aſcend the ſteps before Titus's houſe. 

Mar. You ſad-fac'd men, people and ſons of Rome, 

y uproar ſever'd, like a flight of fowl 

catter'd by winds and high tempeſiuous guſts, | 
| O, let 


© \& 
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O, let me teach you how to knit again 
This ſcatter'd corn into one mutual ſheaf, 
Theſe broken limbs again into one body. 
Sen. Leſt Rome herſelf be bane unto herſelf; 
And ſhe, whom mighty kingdoms court'ſy to, 
Like a forlorn and deſperate caſt-away, 
Do ſhameful execution on herſelf. 
But if my froſty ſigns and chaps of age, 
Grave witneſſes of true experience, 
Cannot induce you to attend my words, — 
Speak, Rome's dear ren; [To Lvers.] as erſt our 
anceſtor, 
When with his ſolemn tongue he did diſcourſe, 
To love-ſick Dido's ſad attending ear, 
The ſtory of that baleful burning night, Eos 
When ſubtle Greeks ſurpriz'd king Priam's Troy; * 
Tell us, what Sinon hath bewitch'd our ears, 
Or who hath brought the fatal engine in, 
That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound, 
My heart is not compact of flint, nor ſteel; 3 
Nor can I utter all our bitter grief, 
But floods of tears will drown my oratory, 
And break my very utterance ; even 1'the time 
When it ſhould move you to attend me moſt, 
: Lending your kind commiſeration: 
Here 1s a captain, let him tell the tale; 
Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him ſpeak. 
Luc. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you, 
'That curſed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdered our emperor's brother; , 
And they it were that raviſhed our ſiſter: 
For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded; 
Our father's tears deſpis'd ; and baſely cozen'd 
Of that true hand, that fought Rome $ quarrsl out, 


And 


Alas! you know, I am no vaunter, I; 
My ſcars can witneſs, dumb although they are, 
That my report is juſt, and full of truth. 


_ Citing my worthleſs praiſe: O, pardon me; 


For when no friends are by, men praiſe themſelves, 


Of this was Tamora delivered ; 


Now judge, what cauſe had Titus to revenge 


Or more than any living man could bear. 
Now you have heard the truth, what ſay you, Romans 2 
Have we done aught amiſs? Show us wherein, 
And, from the place where you behold us now, 
The poor remainder of And ronici 


And wm a mutual cloſure of our n | 
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And ſent her enemies unto the grave. 


Laſtly, myſelf unkindly baniſhed, 

The gates ſhut on me, and turn'd weeping out, 
To beg relief among Rome's enemies; 

Who drown'd their enmity in my true tears, 


And op'd their arms to embrace me as a friend: 
And I am the turn'd-forth, be it known to you, 


That have preſerv'd her welfare in my blood; 
And from her boſom took the enemy's point, 
Sheathing the ſteel in my ad vent'rous body. 


But, ſoft, methinks, I do digreſs too much, 


Mar. Now is my turn to fpeak ; Behold this child, 
[ Fointing to the child in the arms s of an attendant. 


The iſſue of an irreligious Moor, | 
Chief archite& and plotter of theſe woes; 
The villain is alive in Titus' houſe, 
Damn'd as he is, to witneſs this is true. 


Theſe wrongs, unſpeakable, paſt patience, 


Will, hand in hand, all headlong caſt us down, 
And on the ragged ſtones beat forth our brains, 


_— 4 
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Speak, Romans, ſpeak : and, if you ſay, we ſhall, 
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 

Emil. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome, 
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand, 
Lucius our emperor ; for, well I know, 
The common voice do cry, it ſhall be ſo. 


Rom. (Several jjeak.) Loeius, all hall; 3 Rome's royal 


Emperor”! 
Lverus, &c. deſeend. 


Mar, Go, go into old Treas” forrowful houſe; * 
| | bY [To an Attendant, 
And hither hale that miſbelieving Moor, 

To be adjudg'd ſome direful ſlaughtering death, 
As puniſhment for his moſt wicked life. 
Rom. | Several ſpeab.] Lucius, all hail; Rome's graci. 
ous governor! 

Luc. Thanks, gentle Nonna ; May I govern fo, 
To heal Rome's harms, and wipe away her woe! TTY 
But, gentle people, give me aim awhile, — 
For nature puts me to a heavy taſk ;— 
Stand all aloof ;—but, uncle, draw you near, 
To ſhed obſequious tears upon this trunk :— 
O, take this warm | kiſs on en you cold lips, 
292 Titus, 
Theſe rofl drops upon thy blood · ſtainꝰd _ 
The laſt true duties of thy noble fon! _ 
Mar. Tear for tear, and loving kiſs for kiſs, 

Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips: 
O, were the ſum of theſe that I ſhould pay 

Countleſs and infinite, yet would I pay them 
dome bither, boy; come, come, and learn of us 
t in ſhowers: Thy grandſire lov'd thee well: 
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TITUS ANDRONICUS. Ad v. 


Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee, | 
Sung thee aſleep, his loving breaſt thy pillow $ 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 

Meet, and agreeing with thine infancy ; 

In that reſpect then, like a loving child, | 

Shed yet ſome ſmall drops from thy tender ſpring, 

Becauſe kind nature doth require it ſo: _ 

Friends ſhould aſſociate friends in grief and woe: 
Bid him farewell; commit him to the grave; 
ä Do him that 3 and take leave of him. 
Bsay. O grandfire, grandſire! even with all my heart 
Would I were dead, fo you did live again — 
DO lord, I cannot ſpeak to him for weeping; 
| My tears will choke mes if Lope my mouth. 


ö Enter Attendants ewith Aae Ne 
1 Rom. You fad Aude „ have done with 1 woes; $. 
ü Give ſentence on this execrable wretch, 
That hath been breeder of theſe dire events. 
Luc. Set him breaſt-deep in earth, and famiſh in; 
There let him ſtand, and rave and cry for 008 1 : 
If any one relieves or pities him, 
For the oftte he dies. This is our doom: | 
BY Some ſtay, to ſee him faſten'd in the earth. | 
Aar. O, why ſhould wrath be mute, and fury dumb? 2 
: I am no baby, I, that, with baſe prayers, 

I ſhould repent the evils I have done; 

Ten thouſand, worſe than ever yet I did, 
Would I perform, if I might have my * 
If one good deed in all my life I 1 8 
I do repent it from my very ſoul. 

Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor hence, 

4 give him burial in his father's grave ; 


1 8 ur 
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My father, and Lavinia, ſhall forthwith 
Be cloſed in our houſehold's monument. 
As for that heinous tiger, Tamora, 

No funeral rite, nor man in mournful weeds, 

No mournful bell ſhall ring her burial; 

But throw her forth to beaſts, and birds of prey : 
Her life was beaſt-like, and devoid of pity ; 
And, being ſo, ſhall have like want of pity. 

See juſtice done to Aaron, that damn'd*Moor, 

By whom our heavy haps had their beginning : 

Then, afterwards,” to order well the ſtate; 

That like events may ne'er it ruinate, [ Excunt, 
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